—— " n 
— 


2 2 Tf S.- + #4. 0 2 * * "EF 
"od WT ©! , WE > r 5 
. 


OTIA VOTI/ 4: 
K 


O R, 


POEMS 


UPON 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


——Operoſa Parvus 
Carmina fingo, Hor. 


_ 


LONDON: 


Printed, and ſold by F. Nutt, near 


 Stationers- Al. 1705. 


T {4 222. /, 


| 


An Anſt 
4 [CGE that i, 2 2 


— 


1 H E 


PREFACE: 


Uſtom has made it necel- 
lary for Authors of eve- 
ry Kind, to have a Word, or 
two with their Readers, by 
way of Introduction : Some, 
who have additional Views of 
Vanity, or Interelt, or both, 
Uſher in their Performan- 
ces, under the Umbrage of 
Quality, and the formal Story - 
told to His Grace, His Lord- 
ſhip, or any other Generous 
A 2 Patron. 


The Preface. 


Patron, in a Dedication, mult 
pals upon every Body elſe, that 
has good Manners, as well as 
good Nature enough, to be- 
ſieve 'em, for the Sake of the 
Perſon they particularly Ad- 
drels to. Others recommend 
themſelves directly to all Man- 
kind; and without any other 
Deſign but Truth, (if you 
pleale) Entertain em with 
the End of their Labours, and 
their Motives for making em 
public: Either of theſe (the 
moſt uſual of all others,) an 
unhappy Cultom, Kind Rea- 
der, for the Author now before 
you ! The Former indeed (had 
he Confidence enough to beg 

the 


The Preface. 


the Protection of Quality, the 
better to impoſe upon the Pub- 
lic, ) would the belt ſerve his 
preſent Turn, who, if he ſpeaks 
only Truth, af to the pur 
| 2 has little or nothing to 
lay for himſelf. The Later: 
for that very Reaſon, as un- 
happy a Necellity upon him 
A Neceſſity to tell the World, 
that the following Refverics 
(Two, or Three of them ex- 
cepted, which formerly run a- 
altray in bad Company like 


themſelves, ) were writ with- 


out any Deſign of ſhowing 


their Faces, and conſeqnently, 
J of Pleaſing, Inſtructing, or a- 
ny other the moſt common To- 
| A 3 picks 


Fhe Preſace. 
Rel of Authors; That they 
are the Fruits, or Follies ra- 


ther, of Leiſure Hours and 
now as unaccountably broke 


looſe altogether, (tho? he dares 


not lay SAR TI his Privity, 
and ſomething very like a Con- 
ſent, yet) without the leaſt 
Regar ds * Vanity, or Intereſt. 
fit be ſaid, his Credit upon 
the Point, is, at leaſt, as diſpu- 
table, as any of his Tribe; He 
wiſhes, for the Publiſher's Sake 
only, that their Succels inPub- 
lic do not prove an undeniable 
Evidence of the Contrary. 


Vanity, and Intereſt, one, 
or both of them, muſt in- 


deed 
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deed beallow'd, to be the Prin- 
cipal Motives of every Au— 
thor of this Rind; but if what 
has been {aid already, is not e- 
nough to excule our Upſtart 
of either; he has this further 
to offer, on the Matter, to his 
Reader's Conſideration. Va- 
nity, he lays, appears gene- 
rally attended with more than 
2 bare Publication, and the 
Father of the Child, is ſeldom 
{omuch out of Conceit with his 
Brat, as to deny it the Credit 
of his own Dear Name, beſides 
a Croud of Godfathers, in 
Commendatories ; The Quali- 
ty of his Clan too are prevail'd 
on early in its Favour, and a 


A 4 Party 


The Preface. 


Party made to Applaud it's 
firſt Appearance: OurAuthor's 
meer natural Iſſue is laid Na- 
ked at your Door, Charitable 
Reader, Deſtitute of any of 
thoſe vain Advantages, expect- 
ingno better Ulage than a 
F oundling, ( that ee 
has Luck too,) and to live, and 
thrive, (if it pleaſe ye, Himſelf 
unknown, ) at the Charge of 
the Publick. Intereſt, he lays 
too, is ſeldom well purlu d in 
Meer Offerings to the Dead, 

or the little Idols of our own 
Imagination: The laſt Parti- 
cole; is not worth illuſtrating: 

But as to the former, he fob 
mits it. to eyery Judgment, 

whether 


The Preface. 


whether that Author {ſtands 
not clear of the leaſt Suſpicion 
of ſuch a Purſuit, who ſteers a 
Courle directly contrary to the 
ordinary Compals, and againſt 
the conſtant Trade Wind 55 the 
Mules: A Proof of this, and of 
his own Innocence too, he takes 
the prelent Conduct of our 
Claſſics to be; For compare 
the Clouds of Incenle offer'd 
to the Manes of his deceas'd 
Q-----, by thole, the late K-——-, 
for that Peice of Devotion, 
thought worthy of his Royal 
Favour, and Bounty ; with the 
Expences of that kind, the 
ſame Men, have been at, in Ho- 
nour 


The Preface. 


nour of their Glorious Benefa- 
ctor, ſince hisown Death, (and 
ſurely they muſt be allowed 
to underſtand their own Inte- 
relt ; ) and then condemn our 
Author of ſuch a View if you 
can. Nay he acts yet turther 
beyond thoſe eſtabliſh'd Au- 
thorities, and affirms the fol- 
lowing Collection has ſcarce 
any thing in it worthy his 
Readers Pardon. beſides (as 
he calls em) t holt well in— 
tended Mites, Mites indeed at 
molt, but rather leſs than No- 
ching. conſider'd with their 
Object, The Memory of that great 
Prince : a Theme that would 
exhauſt all the Powers of Du- 

ty 
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ty and Gratitude, to be but 
juſt to! Where all the Topics 
ev'n of Flattery would appear 
Truth it ſelf and every Figure 
of Speech but plain Speaking! 
And, in ſhort, where the mo- 
deſteſt Relations of Naked 
Facts, ought to force Bluſhes 
from the Muſes ! 


! this, our Author is 
only to acquaint his Reader, 
(if it will be of any Ule to 
him,) that the following A- 
mulements are generally ran- 
ged in the order of Time they 
were ſeverally writ; and that 
thole, which are mention'd to 
be Imitations of Horace, and 


Tuve- 
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Tuvenal, are no more, and he 
heartily wiſhes they may be 
thought to amount to lo much; 
and that in both, he has taken 
a Libertv not to be allow'd, 
had he aim'd at a Tranſlation, 


ora Paraphrale only; having 


not only frequently varied 


thole Authors Words, but their 
Thoughts too. As to thoſe of 
Horace, his leveral Deſigns 
therein, (not capable of be- 
ing other wilc purſu'd, 1 
preſumes, will excule him; 


But that of Juvenal, having 


been ſome Time ſince oub- 
liſh'd with the reſt of his 
Satyrs by one of the Beſt En- 
gliſn Hands; and our Au- 

thor 


Je Preface. 


chor being importun'd for a 
prior Eflay of his own, on the 
ſame Satyr, to make up the 
Publiſher's intended Sheets; 
thought it neceſſary, in many 
Inſtances. to give ita new Turn; 
ſo that the Satyr! it ſelf is We 
fore in ſuch Places barely kept 
in View, tho'in others allo 
left, as at firſt intended. He is 
reverthelcls very ſenſible of the 
Diſad vantages it mult needs lye 
under, fol n gat a double Di- 
ſtatice: of Time, and Execution, 
the happy Performance of Mr. 
Dryden on the Original : But 
-ollibly the Reader may be 
kind enough to excuſe in him, 
what he dares not do in himſelf. 


And 


The Preface. 


And now could a Reader be but 


perſwaded to put himſelf in a poor 


Author's Caſe, ours would be in 


Hopes of an eaſier Reception in the 
World, than a New and Friendleſs 
one generally meets withall ; for 
thus his Reader would ſoon be obli- 
ged to confeſs, that 'tis much eaſier 
to play the Critic, (as the Creature 


is underſtood now a days,) than the 


Fool (of an Author, he hopes, 


thoſe Gentlemen will underſtand 
him too) to Advantage. However 


he makes no Inchroachments upon 
any Privileges (of how late a ſtand- 
ing ſoever) his Readers of any fort 
claim a Right to: And tho' he may 


nevertheleſs have ſome Hopes of 


Favour from the Candid ; Yet he 
thinks, 


Type Preface. 


thinks, hisReader of every other ſort, 
has an undoubted Right to paſs 
| GE I | 8 

what Judgment he pleaſes, upon a 
Book he has honeſtly paid for. For 
gut h are his N. 
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DEDICATION: 
An OD E. 


- O [bor uM 


Dulce Lenimen, mihi cunq; Salve | 
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Rite wvocanti . Hor. 


27” kinder than our Wiſhes, 
Than their Ends attain'd more plcaſing, 


3 i 8 AY "ng 


Softer than imagin'd Bli 18, 
Ev'ry Care, and Labour Eaſing, 5 
Art's, and Nature's greateſt Blefſing ! 
B Thee 


[2] 
Thee the happy. Youth enjoying 
Feaſts on Pleaſures never cloying, : 
Heay” n's extatic Bounties taſting, 


Ever new, and everlaſting ! 


Hear my ardent Yown, and Praiſes, 


And indulge my Artleſs Paſſion, 
With a Lover's lnclination, 


If at all, beſtow thy, Graces. 
G 


| Thee, where'er blind Fortune leads me, 
Or a better Conduct guides me, 
My Deſires ſhall all aſcend to, 
And in Thee alone ſhall End too. 4 
Other Views let thoſe purſue in, 1 1 
That are fond of gawdy ruine, 3 


Flatt'ring Honours, Fickle Treafures, 


93 


Mine's a Muſe, and Eaſy Pleaſures. 
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An ODE to a Friend in Anno 1690. 


To 1 t he Praiſes of the late 
KING ad GO UE EN. 


- 1 5 5 
* Fi AY 
3 to. es 


OR all the Bleſſings we enjoy, 
The State retriev'd, the Church redeem'd, 
Is grateful Verſe too much to pay 


The Hand from whence thoſe Bleſſings came? 


I fain the Pathleſs Tracts would Soar 

2 The tow'ring Thebaz Swan attain'd, | 
But Fame fo ſwiftly Wings before, 
Should *tempt th ungqual Flight in vain. 


— | 
To you, whom all the Muſes claim, 

The King's ſtupendous Ads belong, 

B 2 A 


| 4 | 
A Subject worthy of your Flame | 
A Hero deathleſs as your Song! 


The Glories of his blooming Years, 
Shall ever bloom, preſerv'd by you, 
And Heav*n's indulgent Care, appear, 


Ot Him, the Care of all below. 


How ſoon he Belgimm?s Fears ſubdu'd, 
And with her Fears her haughty Foe, 
Tho? all her Banks the Storm o*erflow*d, 


And taught him ſhe could Conquer too. 


How Britain, from a foreign Yoke, 


By're own blind Guides prepar'd, he freed, 


Twas with a Nod, and with a Look, 4 
He came, and the Oppreſſors fled. 4 


Wha 


11 


What Wonders on th' Hibernian Shores, 
Where Fate his firſt Attempts withitood, 
Where Art, and Nature checqu'd his Courſe, 
Yet all his wounded Arm ſubdu'd. 


Maria too, her Claim of Praiſc 
A tend'rer Task, you muſt aſſure, 
Maria, whom our Age mult bless, 


And ev'ry Age till Time's no more 


A brighter, greater, better She 
Ne'er crown'd a happicr Prince's Joys; 
T' her plighted Faith, her Native Sway 


She join's, and in the Throne Obeys ! 


*Tis thus your daring Muſe ſhould Sing, 
A Theme tor ſuch a Muſe alone, 
B 3 


Improve, what Fame with Pleaſure brings, 


Oblige, and give, and take a Crown. 


In 
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In Imitation of the 8th ODE, 
3d. Lib. Hor. 


Written in Odoter, 1690, Occaſionally. 


Martijs Celebs quid agam Calenats, 


- Iirari. — 


HE Meſſage you receive with this, 


My Friend, you'll think is ſtrange from me, 
And what the mighty Matter is, 
That preſſes for your Company, 


A Why Faith, but this, a Flask or two, 
4 A ſimple Treat, and nothing New, 


For Three at moſt beſides, and ſuch as you. 


B 4 For 


81 


For Heav'n's preſerving Cares, I pay, 
Of Thankful praiſe my humbleſt Dues, 
They're ſuch imploy my time to Day, 


1 Th' annual Tribute of my Vows; 
L At Night, on your Allegiance, come, 


The Premiſſes, a cleanly Room 


Expect to meet, and all my Heart at Home. 


N An Hour or Two the Joys of Life 

| We'll taſt, and Husband to the beſt, 

[ A Looſe to honeſt Pleaſures give, 

| And ſhut the Doors on Care at leaſt ; 


Where that induſtrious Plague intrude's, 
In vain are Nature's Gifts beſtow'd, 


In vain has Heav'a Pronounc'd the Bleſſings Good. : 
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The wiſe Debates ſo much in uſe, 
3 Shall miſemploy no Thought of ours; 
What Feats our fam'd Campaigns produce, 
Are Provinces nor mine, nor yours, 

Who's like to looſe, or who to get, 

The French, or the Confederates, 


Or how Spain's Politics improve of late. 


wn J : G h * — 2 — : * 4 5 5 TH 
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Intrigues of State, as they're above 
| Our Fortunes, are below our Minds, 
4 Let's then thoſe better Parts improve, 


While weaker Heads are turn'd with Wind; 


With Reaſon's Aids let's combate Care, 
A Healing Flask thoſe Aids repair, 
A Day thus paſt, my Friend's, the Grand Affair. 


Barn- 
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Barn-ElIms. 
J Uch time was ſpent to ſmall Account 


On Richmond Hill, and Harry's Mount, 


Where ſome have loſt, and ſome have won, 


A Miſtreſs, or perhaps a Son ; 


And now Don Phabus was in haſt 
Jo view the World below the Walt, 


When with a Friend I needs mult rove 


Io toy, and fool with all above, 


For Youth, and Love, and Beauty were 


The all, we thought, of Value Here: 


Our Hopes were pregnant with Succeſs, 


Since we begun our March with His, 


And 
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And by the Light he lent the Moon, 


Believ'd our Progreſs ſmil'd upon. 


Hard by the 7 hames a Vale there licg 


Where cv'ry Tree ſalutes the Skies, 

And glories in fo kind a Shade, 

As never tender joys betray'd 

Between the Loving Youth,and Maid ; 
Where Nature's Bounty, and her Pride 
Appears in ev'ry Buſh beſide, 

All Blooming, Fair, and Young, and Gay, 
And ever in the Dreſs of Ma 3 
Twas here we ſtop'd, and well we might, 
Where Beauty drew, as well's Delight, 
For to the Paradiſe, in View 
Was added the Temptation too; 

Three pretty Nymphs, and each as bright, 
As the fair Goddeſs of the Night, 


Almoſt 
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[13 1 
Almoſt as artleſs in their Dreſs, 
As the firſt Virgin Tempter was, 
Were ſauntring underneath thoſe Trees 
ITgtake the Air, or ſomething elſe; 
Eager th' expected Prey to Share, 
By Turns we chac'd each flying Fair; 
But as a tim'rous Herd, pur ſu'd 
By unſtaunch Hounds thro' Brake, and Wood, 
Seek ev'ry Glade, and Singly fly, 


Till loſt in the Variety, 


Where, by their wanton Luft betray'd, 
Theſe to the wild purſuit were led, 
'Thoſe all eſcape, and leave behind 
Nought but their Odours in the Wind ; 


Juſt ſuch was our unequal Chace, 
Our Conduct ſuch, with ſuch Succeſs : 


Our Diſappointment, who can tell, 


But we, that the Reſentment felt, 


"Twas 
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Twas Fury all, and wild Deſpair; 


But Fortune, who in all Affairs 

Of Human kind, play's faſt, and looſe, 
Had other Freaks in ſtore for us; 

For not far off, as wand'ring on, 
Cloſe in a Buſh, and all alone, 

My Friend ſurpriz'd a Studious one; 


Whether the Changes of the Moon, 


That Waxe's, and that Wane's ſo ſoon; 
Or elſe the Stars, both Pale, and bright, 
And why they're {till abroad at Night, 
Imploy*d her Thoughts, he got, Pm ſure 
Kind Looks, and Words, if Nothing more. 
But I, ('twas an unlucky Star, 

That juggl'd both with me, and her,) 
Hard by my Liberty reſign'd 


To one, a Statue of the Kind, 


was wr 
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A Myſtery of Fleſh, and Blood, 
Made up, for ſooth, but to be view'd, 
And yet ev'n harmleſs Looks are lewd; 
Where Vows, and Oaths will not avail, 


And Flattery, and Folly fail. 
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Inſeribd to the late King in 
Flanders, Anno 1691. 


Hor. ODE 5. L. 4. Imitated. 


Divis orte bonis, Optime Romule 


Cuſtos Gents, abes jam nimium din, &c. 


Eſcended of a Sacred Line, 
Our Lord, our Ornament, and Guard! 


How long will glorious Toils retard 


The Joy of thy return to Thine ? 


Thy Senate's Cares, thy Peoples Fears, 
Their Love, their Hopes, their Vows „their Pray'rs, 
| To Thee in unfeign'd, unforc'd Addreſſes join. 


Reitore 


[16 


Reſtore thy Britain's Halcyon days, 
Reſtore her Soul, thy ſelf again ; 

The ſolid Bleſſings of thy Reign 

Cheer like the Sun, like the Spring pleaſe ; 
Thy Reign the Golden Age renews, 
Our Native Liberty purſue's, 


And, by our happy Union, our Peace. 


As Mother's longing for their Boys, 
Abſence, and Dangers make more Dear, 
Behold the diſtant Waves with Tears, 
The nearer Strand with trembling Joys; 
So, Father, thy Return w? explore, | 
With equal Paſſion, to our Shores, 


The Comfort of our Lives, the Bleſſing of our Eyes 


Cc 
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In ev'ry Field, on ev'ry Plain, | 
Our Fruits, our Flocks, and Herds do pleaſe ; 
The Merchant ſafely Ploughs the Seas, 
While thy dread Laws preſerve the Main; 
No tender Partner She's betray'd 

A Victim to the guilty Bed, 


ö Bur ſpotleſs Faith and ev'ry Vertue Reign. 


Who tears the boaſted Gallick Pow'r, 
His Victories by Gold puſh'd on; 
Or Miſhonary Conduct won? 
Thy Arms will all his Spoils reſtore 
Our Swains made by thy Labours tree, 


Conclude their daily Sweat with thee, 


Thy Health and thy Return, each Night infpire 


an Hour, 


® 


18 


For thee our Prayers, and Glaſſes riſe, 


Reſtorer of our happieſt Times 

= Redeem'd by thee, our Age out-ſhines 

3 The Glories of Eliſa's Days: 

Long, very long may Heav'n renew 
Thy Years, thy Cares be very few, 


For this we daily pray, and daily vow to praiſe. 
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NOSCE TEZtPSUM.: 
An OD E to a Friend. 


Ain Man! Thy fond Endeavours ceale 
In Knowledge after Happineſs; 
The Fruit of that too luſcious Tree 
In Eden was deny'd to thee, 


And the firſt mighty Truth you knew, 


"Y Was to be Naked, Frail, and Mortal too : 
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'Tis thus with all our erring Race, 
We travel {till with like Succeſs, 
Sometimes we loſe our ſelves to know 
The uſeleſs Labyrinths below ; 
To Heav'n we ſometimes aim our Flight, 
And err by Light; 
C 2 While 
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While Nature, ſhining on the Mind, diſplays 


The All we {eek thoſe rugged pathleſs Ways. 
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In what a Maze of Error do we run, 


When her enlighten'd Paths we ſhun ! 
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Behold, my Friend, our buſy knowing Kind, | 
(To Natures uſeful Science blind,) 
By ev'ry Paſhon hurry'd on, | 


Now Great, now Happy, now undone; 


Like Pubbles their Deſires appear, 
As 1000 as raiſed with all their artful Care, 


They break, and ſhow how vain they are ; 


In ſuch their Hopes, their Joys, their Fears conſiſt, 
With ſuch they're ev'iry Minute Curſt, or Bleſt. 
Now Wealth to Gain's the Work that's to be 
done, 
And then the mighty Point is won: 
Aſſidu- 


EOF 
Aſſiduouſly they ſweat, and toil, 


Ages to him, that Knows to Dye, 


12 1 n 
c * * * 1 


Their Lives to ev'ry Want a Prey, 


74 To ev'ry Care a Spoil; 
Till Nature, languiſhing amidſt the ſullen Store, 


| 7 Can work no more : 


1 if the mighty Point Eaongh they gain, 
And to that Point their wild deſires reſtrain, 
1 The Genial Strength, the Guſtful Taſte, 
4 In Natures weak Decays are loſt ; 

| f Or ſay 'tis vigorous (till, 
| Their Fears prevent their Power, their Cares, 


A their Will. 


Now Pleaſures are the greateſt Good, 
They're Nacure's wholeſome Treat, 
To be purſu'd, and underſtood 


Is all they labour at ; 
C 3 | But 
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But where to fix they know no more, 


Than when to give 'em o'er : 
Or Sports the Man himſelf betray, 
And to his Pleaſures make a Prey ; 
Or Play its own Relicf ſupplants, 
Begins in waſte, and cnds in Want; 
Or eaſy Love, and Wine 
Promote the great Deſign; 
Like Adam they believe, 
And find in ev'ry Fair an Ewe, 
A Tempter to deccive ; 
Or Lot-like, liſtleſs to enjoy, 
| Reap but the Guilt of either Luxury, 


Ambition keeps no flagging Pace 
Throughout the Race, 
They are not truly great 


Unleſs on Fortunes Pinacles they get, 
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To be ador'd and wonder'd at; 


Yet there a Precipice they find, 

The Sport of each inconſtant Wind, 
Expos'd to ev'ry vain Caprice 

Of Envy, Pow'r, or Prejudice ; 

Or could they be from all ſecure, 
And wholly out of Fortune's Pow'r, 


No Mean their vain Ambition knows, 


© But'tis their Pride to be thought Humble too. 


t 


Since thus they err in Nature's Ways, 


No wonder they miſtake the Paths of Grace, 


1 


And in affected Views Religion Place; 
Here Formaliſts addreſs with Pomp, and ſhow, 


And think they render Heaven its due, 


; When humble Piety's rh? expected Debt they owe; 


While There the Libertines of Grace deny 


The Rules of Decency, 
C 4 Into 
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Into the Sacred Preſence ſlovenly intrude, 
And Labour to be rude; 

| 8 

Of theſe the Nameleſs, Numberleſs, Increaſe, 1 
Heav'n that can pardon, only can redrels ; : 


O Darkneſs to be felt! their boaſted Light, 1 


Where tho? at beſt they grope, yet all are in the | | 
right. b 


Warn'd thus, my Friend, let me with you, 
What Nature's Dictates teach, purſue, 
Reſtore the Golden Mean, in all we Kyow or Do: 
Thus more than common Wants Supplies 
Will be but Superfluities ; 1 95 
Thus Pleaſures beyond juſt Degrees, 
Will ever want the Pow'r to pleaſe ; 


Ambition be an airy Cheat, 


And our Contempt on't only Great; 


Or- 
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Order, and Decency prepare 


A Way to Heav'n in which we cannot err: 
Such * Precepts from the Devil himſelf receive, 
Thus of the Tree of Knowledge, Eat and Live. 
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Vivitur Ingenio.— Hor. 


Y all our antient Bards we're told, 


: That only Wit lives wond'rous old; 


The modern too purſue the Strain, 
« The Proofs of Wit muſt ſtill remain; Couley. 


But none, that ever drove the Trade 


Could riſe to Wealth, or an Eſtate, 

No, Faith, the World was ne'er ſo Young 
To tell her Fortunes for a Song. 

The Muſe can ſcarce a Fortune raiſe, 
Beyond vain Pride, and empty Praiſe, 
The Miſer his bright Hopes ſecures, 
And ſtarves, but to excreaſe his Stores. 
The Trading Knave, to caſe his Cares, 


Abounds in many other Shares 
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Of Fortune's Gifts, as well as Heirs ; 


The Hypocrite can live by's Sins, 
And find a grateful Audience; 


And Paraſites will ſurely thrive, f 
While worthleſs Vanity's alive; | 
The Muſes's Tribe alone are bred, [ 
And labour at the ſtarving Trade, 6 
Alone they periſh at th' Expence a 
Of all their Cares, as well as Sins, ö 
And wander, Cain like, in the Land ; 
In mortal dread of being Damn d- | 
A comfortable Proſpect *tis / 


To live next Age, and ſtarve in this! 
And naturally a Feud begets 


Between an Author and his Wits; 


For me, with ſuch a Scene in View, 


Whatever Brother Rhymers do, 
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No After-Game will J purſue, 


But Court the Nymph for Pleaſure Nom, 
And Life, nor Fame, nor Fortune pray, 
Beyond the Evil of the Day. 
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Eneath a Shade by Nature made 

— To hide the Bluſhes of the Maid, 
Phillis, with Shame, and Grief oppreſt, 
Diſclosd thoſe Torments of her Breaſt, 
She bluſh, and wept, but all in Vain 


To heal her Wound, or cate her Pain. 


Perfidious Vouth, too well you knew, | 
She cry'd, my Heart a Prey to you, i 
Too well th' Allurements of your Eyes, | 
Thoſe could not ask and Theſe deny; | 
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But ah! Too ill your Pow'r employ'd 
To tempt the Ruine of a Maid. 


No more the Treaſon of your Eyes 
Shall make your eaſy Fool your Prize, 
No more my Rebel Heart ſhall join 
Againſt me, to believe you mine, 
No, ſince it muſt this Breaſt forgo, 
It's Infamy ſhall live on you. 


The Youth, beſide the Thicket hid, 
Heard all ſhe ſaid, Saw all ſhe did; 
He ſciz'd her in the laſt Deſpair, 
Her Bodkin, and her Boſome bare; 


She dy'd away, but *twas no more, 


Than ſhe had often done before. 


TO 
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VALENTINE's- Day. 


EE how in Smiles the Spring appears, 


The Tell-tale of the Teeming Year ; 
How beautiful her ſwelling Womb 

Our fruitful Mother Earth becomes ; 

In ev'ry Shade, ſee how our Swains 

Are now a chooſing Valentines, 

And their kind Nymphs as glad to ſhow 


The earneſt of a Harveſt too. 


And 
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And ſhall we only frugal be 
Of Nature's Stock, Virginity? 
Shall Love Exert his pleaſing force 
O'er ev'ry Senſible, but us? 


Is this an Age for you, and I 


To fool our precious Time away? 

To pleaſe our Selves in Childiſh Joys 
Of Babies in each others Eyes? 

When ev'n thoſe ſpeaking Pictures ſay 
They ſhould be made another way. 


No, Fair one, thus let you and 1 
Perform the Duty of the Day, 


Thus clip, thus Kiſs — all this, and more 


Is but a Debt t a Maid as youre. 


——Your Honour!--- Fye, how weak you prove 
To think to put that Cheat on Love ! 


— How ! 
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—— How ! ——T't too early, in your Prime? 
Is Eaſter then a fitter Time? 


How can you hope to Thrive, and Bear, 


And Bud, and Bloom ſo late in th? Year ? | 
The Tree, makes but a uſeleſs Show, ̃ 
That yeilds no Fruit when others do: , 
And the fair Maid, as Coy as you, f 


As much diſgraces Nature too. 


You Bluſh, my Dear, ſee yonder Flower 
Was yeſterday as Fair as you are, 

As Gay, as High ſhe bore her Head; 

To Day ſhe's Wither'd, Pale, and Dead; 
Then prithee make the Caſe your own, 

And tell me, Coy one, whar you've doue ; 
And as through all the Plains y' excel, 

Bring up, and lead the Dance as well, 


Ah Love! and lead not Apes in Hel. 
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On "0"! e King's Return from 
Flanders, in October, 1693. | 


Hor. OD E. 14. L. 3. Imitated. 
— 0 Pltbs 


Ceſar Hiſpana vepetit Penates 
Victor ab Ora. Rc. 


'S 96 Sacred Lord, whoſe happy Toil 
Aſſures the Bleſſings of our Iſle, 


Bleſt Iſle! Propitious Heav'n reſtores 

A more than Conqu'rour to thy Shores; 
In glorious Dangers Firm, and Great, 
The Rock of thy Detence, he ſtood, 

And ſtem'd a Sea of Hoſtile Blood ; 


His 
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His, like the Spartan Band oppos'd 
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(Devoted in their Country's Cauſe,) 
To Myriads of thy Foes; 
Where, tho? a Victor) deny'd, 

| Yet his was the Saperiour Side, 

E The Over-Match of Fortune, and of Fate. 


Let fair Maria deck the Shrine 

With pious, grateful, humble Praiſe, 

(At once Maria's Of”rings riſe 

To Heav'n and on the Altar Shine 5 

Bright Anna's brighter Piety 

Let equal thankful Praiſe diſplay ; 
And ye, wh' again your Sons enjoy, 
F Your, Vows, made for their Saſcty, pay. 


Ye blooming Youths, and tender Maids, 


And ye who in each others Arms 
D 2 
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By holy Ties are happy made, 


With Beams of Joy on ev'ry Face, 

The Wonders of his Conduct bleſs, 
That all the Dread of War diſarms, 

And with the ſoft Delights of Peace, 
Crowns all your Loves, your Hopes, and Pray'rs, 


Let conſtant grateful Praiſes ſhow 


Your Cares for Him, and His for you. 


This welcome Day a Genial Looſe 


To ev'ry Joy I'll freely give, 

The Native Taſt of Life retrieve 

By kindly and indulgent Uſe : | 

No Fears ſhall chill, no Cares ſhall blaſt, 
But ev'ry Muſe and Grace attend; 

A Day like This muſt thus be paſt, 


And know no other End. 
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Nunquam minus Solus quam cum 


Solus. 
An O D E. 


Leſt Solitude! To Thee I owe 
The Good of all I Know, or Do; 


When TI have nought to Gaze upon, 


From Noiſe, and Tumult, when I'm Free, 
My Thoughts, and Actions are my own; 
And thus, methinks, I ſoar on High, ” ; 
I graſp at Immortality, 

And leave this Load of Clay below. 


With what Decorum do I keep 
My Paſhons, Hopes, and Fears a Sleep; 
D 3 How 
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How vig'rous is my Appetite, | 
And yet how very Low the Flight i 


At true Delight! 
Hail— 
Where all is Grateful, all is Neat ; 
Whoſe happy Shades ne'er veiPd a Vice, 


my belov'd Retreat, 


Nor Heights betray'd t a Precipice; 
Where all that courts my Ear, or View, 


Is pleafant, and is conſtant too! 


The Night in downy Reſt is ſpent, 


As Soft, as Sweet, as Innocent ; 


The Morning, with it's Dawn, invites 
To Scenes as Healthful, Gay, and Bright ; 
Abroad I range the ſhady Woods, 

The Verdant Meads, the Chryſtal Floods : 


At 
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At Home, an Epicure, I try 


5 All Nature's choiceſt Luxury, 
A Garden, and my Books Delight, 
And fill my Mind, and Appetite. 


O, who, that knew what Pleaſures wait 
On ev'ry Scene of a Retreat, 

Would Drudge, and Sweat to gain a Name, 
Or Wealth, as Airy, and as Vain; 


That rather would not boldly know 


| The Nobleſt Heights are ever founded Low! | 
5 1 ö 
Place, Heaven, thy Bounties in a Mean, N 
Enough tor Life, Content, and Eaſe, i 


Such will my utmoſt Hopes _ 
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And keep all Cares, and Fears at Feac 
| Thus bleſt, the buſy World Pd fly to ſhun, 
| And ne'er be leſs Alone than when - Alone. 
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RIDDLE 
Written in June. 16 94 


F diff rent Families we are, 
And yet one common Name we bear; 

In Beauties Pride are always known, 

And yet are always blown upon: 

By all we're Lov'd, by all Enjoy'd, 

She ever Bluſh't, I never did; 

Yet Plunder'd of our Virgin Flower, 

We ne'er ſurvive the Loſs an Hour: 


By 
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i By turns we both this Realm have ſway'd, 
Have Battles fought, and Conquefts made, 
And mighty Princes Captive led ; 

Yet none could ever truly ſay, | 
We either Rul'd the Realm a Day; | 
Tho” now a happy Royal Pair, f 


The Crown, fix'd by our Union, wear. 


In Imitation of the 31 ODE, 
1. Lib. Hor. 


Quid 838 poſeit Apollinem 


Vates 2 — — 


Hat will my largeſt Hopes ſuffice, 

My Hopes above the Gains of Vice ? 
Not to be Rich, not to be Great, 
By others Induſtry, and Sweat; 

Not to be Happy, Wiſe, or Good, 

By Meaſures of the Multitude; 

Nor Will, nor Power to break my Truſt, 
Nor be, tho' to my Foes, Unjuſt. 
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But if for Wealth, or Fame deligw'd, 


Be all the Toil, and Hazard mine, 

The Meed of Virtuous Acts alone, 
And yet, but to a Few, unknown ; 
Good let me {till return for Evil, 


And uſe a Conſcience with the Devil. 


But rather let me {till be Bree 
From ev'ry Reach of Va nity ; 
A Little out of Fortune's pow'r 
Give me, and to increaſe my ſtore 
Content, beyond Delires of more; 
A Mind, and Body firm, and whole, 
My Paſſions under Reaſons Rulc, 
A conſtant Friend, and it with Theſe, 
Not Love it ſelf corrupts my Peace, 


Theſe will my largeſt Hopes ſuffice. 
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AN 
EPIGRAM 
X RE you Condemn'd to change your Life 


Quit Friend, and Bottle for a Wife? 


In Wiving there's a dang'rous Deep, 
Then prithee Look before you Leap; 
Be theſe your Rules, if you have none 


More apt, and uſeful of your own. 


Obſerve her Neat in ev'ry part, 
Her Face the Copy of her Heart, 
Eaſy her Shape, her Temper Free, 
Her Converſation Harmony; 


Her 
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Her Dreſs not too Reſerv'd, nor Light, 

But for her Age, and Fortunes fit; 

But let no Artful Fallacies, 

Gay Airs, ſoft Looks, or melting Eyes | 
E'er over-reach you in the Choice ; 

Believe me, you will always fing 

More pleaſing Beauties in the Mind. 
——D'you Start, and Swear the Age is paſt? 
Then prithee, Friend, be not in Haſt. 
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Unce all that's Fair in Womankind, 
You boaſt, you can diſcover, 
Search, with a Freedom unconfin'd, 


Their Stock of Charms all over ; 


And when the mighty Pains you've took, 
And ſaid what e'er you can ſay, 
You'll own the Faireſt in her Smock 


Was Fairer in your Fancy. 


T O 


Upon her Tearing her Smock on 
a Quic x ſet. 


Ho' my Reſpectful Flame you ſlight, 
Eliſe, ſhou'd I call you Lewd, | 
Wou'd not the Name your Condu& fit, 


That Hang on ev'ry Rake abroad ? 
If I your Handkercheif but ſtcal, 
Or by a Wile attempt a Kiſs, 

It coſts me Hours in Penances, 


While ſuch may ſeize your Smock and all. 


In 
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In Faith, Eliſa, tis too much, 


A Condeſcenſion, leſs than This 


But, Faithleſs, you will ne'er beleive 
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The next Misfortune that befalls, 


May you looſe Petticoats and all, 
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Too much in Conſcience to be born; 
Thoſe Favours I am forc'd to Grudge, 
While all my Love's repaid with Scorn; 


Would lay your Fool as low's your Feet, 
And ſcarce a Prouder wiſh beget 
Than Thankfully to kiſs your 


On a kind Look a Month I'd Live, 


A Kits or two, a Year at leaſt, 


How many Ages on the relt ; 


Since thus I'm ſerv'd for being ſo True, 


And ſcratch your——ſeyerely too. 
An 
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An Epigram 


A Sk Silvia, when ſh' intends to Wed, 
** She vorvs Shel Live and Die a Maid; 

Damon has often vainly try'd, 

And Young Alexis been deny'd, 

Now Strephon Woo's, a Boiſt'rous Lover, 

And Vows alive, or Dead he'll have her; 

- Faith, Wench, ſtrike Hands, his Suit allow, 

Youre fate, Exchanging Vow for Vow. 


LETTER 


FRIEND. 


O you, whom I in ev'ry Inſtance find 
Ihe beit Companion, and the trueſt Friend 
This diſtant Talk admits of no Excuſe, 
Where cqual Tyes the grateful Task impoſe 
No News I ask, nor buſy Scenes would know, 
But, at your Leiſure, of your Health, and You, 
And, for the like kind welcome, treely join 


In the ſame Paper an Account of Mine ; 


With 


EIS 


þ ith Pleaſure too Pm ſure you will receive 


be Picture of my Mind, and how I Live, 
Hou uſcſully, or uſeleſsly I paſs 


My Hours in this ſhort Interval of Eaſe, 


ö 


hat Books, whatSports, and Recreations pleaſe, 
What Company my lov'd Retreat Affords, 


And how with each of theſe Delights 'tis ſtor'd. 


Know then, by theſe alone I count my Time, 


Tho now and then, you fee, condemn'd to 
Rhyme ; 
i F better Hours, and oft'ner too they arc, 
cultivate my Mind with better Care; 
. and Seneca ſupply with Rules 
', ( i Life, beyond the Labours of the Schools, 
\ What Manage ment in publick Poſts is fit, 
Bow private Men ſhould honeſtly ſubmit, 


\ What Offices to Relatives are duc, 
i 2 What 
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LETTER 


FRIEND. 


O you, whom I in ev'ry Inſtance find 
=> The beit Companion, and the trueſt Friend, 
This diſtant Talk admits of no Excuſe, 1 — 
Where equal Tyes the grateful Task impoſe 
No News I ask, nor buſy Scenes would know, 
Bur, at your Leiſure, of your. Health, and You, 
And, for the like kind welcome, freely join 


In the ſame Paper an Account of Mine; 


With 


. 

With Pleaſure too Pm ſure you will receive 
The Picture of my Mind, and how I Live, 
How uſcſully, or uſeleſsly I paſs 

My Hours in this ſhort Interval of Eaſe, 
What Books, whatSports, and Recreations pleaſe, 
What Company my lov'd Retreat Affords, 


And how with each of theſe Delights 'tis ſtor'd. 


Know then, by theſe alone I count my Time, 
Tho? now and then, you lee, condemn'd to 
Rhyme; _ 

ln better Hours, and ofr'ner too they arc, 
cultivate my Mind with better Care; 
| Telly, and Seneca ſupply wich Rules 
Of Life, beyond the Labours of the Schools, 
What Management in publick Poſts is fit, 
How private Men ſhould honeſtly ſubmit, 
| What Offices to Relatives are due, 
E 2 What 


1 
What to our Friends, our Country, and our 
Foes, 
How to return the Benefits we owe, 
How to receive or to avoid the New, 
Wherein the much diſputed Happineſs 
Conſiſts, and how to cope with Miſeries, 


How tar © indulge our Paſſions, or reſtrain, 


And all our Native Dignity maintain. 


Nor do I only turn my Horace or, 
The Muſick ot his Numbers to explore; 


In the juſt Precepts they convey, I find 


More grateful Entertainments for my Mind, 
The charming Mean he ev'ry where deſigns, 
And which ſo. gladly I would own for Mine, 


Joys much more Num'rous, than his Lyre 


produce 


Or the beſt Flights, and Sallies of che Muſe. 
Temple 
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Temple improves my Genius, my Delights 


St. Evremond by Nature's Appetites ; 
And to Montaigu tl Advantages I owe 


Of Thinking, and of Judging freely too. 


But tho' their Rules of Life s' inſtructive are, 
Weak are the Aids when the Divine appear, | 
Thoſe ſacred Oracles by which we trace 
| Our true Deſcent from a Coeleſtial Race, 

Thoſe Oracles, by whoſe juſt Meaſures try'd, 

| We tor our Labours here are Deity'd ; | 

| When theſe appear, no others Entertain, 

But ſuchas thoſe Immortal Truths Explain, 

Such as the Paths to th' Heav'nly Manſions 
ſhow, | 

And our Aﬀections Wean from Things below, 

Such as deſcribe, aud teach the Dues we owe 

To God, our Sel ves, and to our N eighbour too; 

E 3 In- 
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Inſpir'd by Theſe, methinks, I ſoar on High,” 


Shake of my Native Duſt, and long to try 
The Glorious Change, and Taſt unbody'd Joy; 3 
O, may thoſe Aids my Conduct ne'er reproach, Þ 
But each Improvement of my Mind be ſuch, 
That both my Faith and Practice may appear 
My own, and not alone my Country's Care: 
May all my Days in thoſe bright Hopes be paſt, 


And their Intire Fruition Crown my Lalit. 


Theſe are the beit Companions I enjoy, 


And Pleaſures too, which neither Flag, nor Cloy, F 


Uſeful, and Few, as Providence deſign'd 


The Wants, and the Enjoyments of our Kind; | 


Tho? 'tis confeſt, my eaſy Nature's frail, 


And now and then the Tempter will prevail, 


For who his Refolution can defend 


Againſt a Bottle and obliging Friend? 


. . | * : 

* * 

1 F 

* 1 
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Thus with an Honeſt Third, our Ev'nings paſs, 


And ſtill a grateful Health commends the Glaſs, 


0 
> 
| 


Such as your own ; At ſober Hours we part, 
„ The Head unloaded, undebauch'd the Heart, 
But both repair'd the better to enjoy 


Like Entertainments of the coming Day. 


Nor do we, when a ſofter Heav'n invites, 
Deny our felves our happy Vales Delights, 
But uſe the tempting Hours, and gladly Trace 
Our Beautiful Meanders wanton Maze, 

Lea, whoſe {till Verdant Banks, and Chryſtal 
Streams, 

Breath Health, and from its worſt Decays redeem, 
Where all the Fallacy we have, we try 
Some of her various Product to betray, 
Where thus in Innocence we waſt the Day, 
And Feaſt at Night upon the welcome Prey. 

E 4 : Can 
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Can Wealth, with its Attendants Pow'r, and 
Pride 

More grateful Joys, or beautous Scenes provide? 
Can Luxury more guſtful Treats beſtow ? 
Or Heav'n a truer Taſt of Heav'n below? 
Here let the utmoſt of my Wiſhes End: 
——But O in vain I with my Fate contend ! 
What May beſtows, Jane ſwiftly takes away, 
And Months ot Toil ſucceed a Week of Joy. 


Then, prithee mount thy Steed, and leave 
the Town, 
And hither for a Genial looie come down, 


Let's make the little Time we have our Own, 


11 


On the Death of the Late Queen, 
29th Dec. 1694. 


An O D E. 


O More. — nor leſs will Heaven appeaſe, 

Our Sins the wrathful Sentence have pro- 
nounc'd, 

Maria now ao more mult feels our Peace, 

And healing Union tor our Wounds ! 

Too late W afford our Tears, and Sighs 

From guilty Hearts, and guilty Eyes, 

In vain they riſe, in vain they flow, 

In vain we try their melting force, 


Her Marble ſoftens not like ours; 


Ohdurate as the Grave we were 


To 
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To ev'ry inſtance of her Living Care, 


Her Grave returns us equal Meaſure now 


But tho' w* a Loote to Sorrows give 
Too late the Bleſſing to retrieve, 
They fit for Praiſes at her Shrine ; 
Then let each Tongue her Praiſes Sing, 
And ev'ry Heart the Concert Join, 
And to ſucceeding Times convey 

Her Life's more num'ious Harmony; 


Begin the wond'rous Song ye Fair, 


Ye happier Parts of Nature's Pride, 
Her Name your Mule, her Life your Guide! 
Nor ceaſe ?till your Exalted Lays 
To Heav'n you raiſe, 


And tell the Gods what they have gain'd in Her 


Beyond 
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Beyond ev'n Natures Boaſt ſhe was, 

Beyond the utmoſt Pride of Art, 

An Angel-Light beam'd from her Face, 

And ſpoke the Language of her Heart, 

So peircing - bright it needs muſt be 

A Ray of the Divinity; 

The Glories of a Queen Sh' improv'd 

With all the Graces of a Sainr, 

Of both a Finiſh'd Pattern meant; 
Beyond our Hopes,likeHeav*ns herBounties flow'd, 
She Liv'd, and Lov'd, and Look'd, and Spoke a 

God ; ; 

O bliſs £00 large for Earth! O Joy of all above! 


And fee ſhe mounts now brighter Skies, 


Brighter by her acceſs a Star! 


[ 6% 

And as her Beams, O yet her Cares increaſe 
To guide the State, avert the War 
Advance, * Great Sir, your Angel ſhe 7 the lte X. 
Will lead to Peace by Victory, 

Will guard your Sacred Head abroad, 
Preſerve your much lov'd Charge at Home, 

And furniſh Praiſe for ev*ry Age to come; 

Will ever on Britannia's Intereſts Shine, 

Like you, with Hers the fair * Exſebia"s join, 7h Church, 

And late receive you hence, the World at Peace, 


a God. 
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An Epicedium. 


Ould y' elude the force of Dying? 


Would you live beyond the Grave? 


Vain's the Pompous State you lye in, 


What can Duſt from thence Receive? 


Vain the Flatt'ring Arts of Sculpture, 
Each Age with like Advantage, ſees 
In the Honours of Sepulture 


Glorious Sweat, and Gouty Eaſe. 


But by Vertuous Acts, while Living, 
Labour to embalm your Name ; 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe both time, and Fate Surviving, 
And the lateſt Breath of Fame, 


To the Stars will bear your Story 
Smiling on your blooming Duſt, 

Their Arch your Tomb, 'till Nature's Glory 
Yields to Heav'n's the Sacred Truſt. 


On 


On the Late King's Return from 
Flanders, in October, 16995. 


An 0 ' DF 


Ie happy, happy Hour is come, 
The King returns with Laurels home; 
Hark how Britannia's Thunders roar 
His welcome to her longing Shores! 
Hark how her num'rous Bells rejoice, 
And bear the pleaſing Tidings to the Skies, 
While the glad Spheres add to the cheertul Noiſe | 


Try- 
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Tryumphs his mighty Arm reſtores; 
Thoſe Types of Laſting Peace aſſures ; 
The Spoils of War, and Joys of Peace, 
Deſerv'd Rewards ! his Labours bleſs : 
»Twas thus our Iſles from Chains he treed, 
?I was thus to Liberty he led; 
In vain by Tyrazay withitood, 
Deſtin'd to be by his Great Race, 

In ev'ry Age, ſabdu'd. 


Lo! on his own Inſulted Coaſts 
Britannia's Foc her Lord purſues ; 
Him Europe her Deliv'rer boaſts, 
The Gaul a juſt Avenger Knows; 
Trembling he views Hz pious Care, 
Nor can his Numbers guard from Fear, 
With better Hopes corrupts the War; 
Yet 
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Yet ſees thoſe Walls, he forc'd in Golden 
Storms, | 
Yield to the Bolder Hero's brighter Arms. 


Behold the Glorious Chief Advance # 
To fam'd Namare's ſtupenduous Walls, 
Namare, the utmoſt Boaſt of France, 
Tho? all her Flower, and Pride ſuſtains, is 
At his Approaches falls! 1 
In vain, thoſe Troops his Conduct leads, 1 
Would all her vaunted Power oppoſe, 
Too much the rage of their * Defeat ſhe Dreads, 4 
To feel Victorious Foes : | 4 
At awful Diſtance views th' important Tow'rs 
ſubdu'd, 
And all her Gold, and Art, and Force 
Too light for worthier Blood. 


* At Landen. 
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Biit, ſee the Hero now draws near, 


Loud Pears glad the Ecchoing Air, 

And Tides of Vig? rous Youth his joyful way 
prepare; 

While Fathers his juſt Praiſe prockim, 

And untaught Infants bleſs his Name : 

O may cach Sun his Age renew! 

Each Sun Succeeding Triumphs view ! 

May Honours, as his Years, encreaſe ! 

He guide in War and guard in Peace! 
And O Thou Ever bleſt ! tꝰ our Prayers incline, 
For him, whoſe Labours beſt reſemble Thine. 
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IF to Love be to Whine, and to Pine, and cut 


Faces, 

To paſs the Nights Reſtleſs, the Days in Grimaces 

To be ſlighted at beſt by the Idol we worſhip, 

And ſupply the vain Prate of each viſiting Goſſip; 

For Shame let's give o'er, *tis high Time to for- 
lake Her, 

When our Wits, and our Bodies, and Souls too 


at Stake are. 
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But could the Bright Nymph be as kind, and 
as eaſy, 
As She's Fair, and She's Coy, and She's Proud 


too to teize y'; . 


Could She quit her vain Humour for Vertue and 
Honour, 

And take no more State than their Rules lay upon 
Her, 

Could fhe calm your juſt Paſſion by kindly relen- 


ting, 
h O then there's no Hazard of Shame or Repenting. 


A Song, 


TTY YE 


Liſa, ſince you needs mult know 

How long my Heart wifi ſtay with you; 
If, when it ſtray's a Day, or Two, 
You wellcom't with a Frown, or fo, 
It knows no Bounds when checqu'd, or croſt, 
And half an Hour will be the moſt, 


Or it, when *rwould be mighty kind, 
Tir expected Favours you Deny, 


5 only 
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Only to pleaſe your Vanity, 
Or Faults, or falfe Excuſes find; 


Its cager wanton Haſt is ſuch, 


That half an Hour will he too much, 


But if the Stragler you reclaim 
(Brought back by your prevailing Charms,) 
With a kind Welcome to your Arms, 


And mingle equal Flame with Flame ; 
Twill ſoon a very Convert grow, 


And only Live, and Dye with you. 
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E LIS A. 


Ell me, fair Eliſa, why 
Lou could and yet you could deny? 


When you all your Soul confeſt, 
You cry'd, and yet forbid the reſt ? 
And by _Vows. would not be won? 
Vows of conſtant Love, and True, 
Could obtain no Faith with you; 
© T Was it not unkindly done ? 
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This Trifling I'll no longer bear, 

Nor formal vain Denials Hear, 
They're Arts, Eliſa, Subtleties, 

Love Looks thro? all the Thin Diſguiſe, 
And ſpeaks a Paſhon better meant; 
Your Eyes are of my Party too, 

And tell another Tale of you; 


O, thus PI take it on Content 


a — 
- * 2 „ N — 
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E IL 18 . 
Occaſion'd by the Former. 


He Kindneſs that your Eyes conſeſt, 
Eliſa, in Conſenting, 
Could any Mortal e'er have gueſt 


Would dwindle to Repenting ? 


Pleas'd with my Follies you appear'd, 
And favour'd thoſe Addreſſes, 
What now you checque, you then preferr'd 


To Amourous Grimaces ; 
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x Encourag'd thus, I ran the Looſe 
Your Gayety permitted, 
Courted the Trap, Play'd with the Nooſe, 


But now Pm caught, I'm Slighted : 


Is this, Eliſa, fairly done 
Of Freedom to deprive me, 


And ſoon as made a Captive ſhun, 


And in your Fetters leave me ? 


In Charity ſome Comfort give 
A poor diſtreſſed Lover, 
With one {mall Kiſs, or Two relieve 


| The Cold, and Want I ſuffer; ; 
10 { * 4 1.4 * 


Or ſet me free to try my Fate. 
e's TIES 7 #255 *1,” &.-E LEFTY BY 24. 35 


And mend my looſe Behaviour ; 


Bo 


For who can, under Durance, get 


A Competence of Fayours ? 1 


D' you ſmile, Eliſa, then 'tis done, | 
That Smile has ſeal'd my Pardon, q 
My dear relenting Fair 1s won ; 4 


To pals by all I've e'er done: 


Henceforth I new Obedience Vow 1 
To ſo much Truth, and Beauty; 
My Miſtreſs is my Goddeſs now, 


My Love become my Duty. 


May-Day 5 
FT TY 


HE Fields are fine, the Groves are gay, 


And glad to welcome in the May; 
The cheertul Birds, on ev'ry Bough, 
In tempting Artleſs Numbers woo ; 
The Morning prodigally ſhow'rs 
Freſn Odours on the op'ning Flow'rs; 
And with ſoit Wings the Rephyrs play, 
To cool th Ardour of the Day. 


Come 
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Come, my Eliſa, fee the Sun 
Already has his Dance begun ; 
Hark how the Flutes in ev'ry Grove, 
And jolly Viols ſound to Love, 
While from each Vill the Young, and Fair, 
To fill the gladſom Ring, repair. 


Amynta's up, and dreſt as neat, 

As if ſhe ne*er was courted yet, 

In Willow-green, and yet you know, 
Sh' has Lovers by the Dozen too, 

Whoſe Fate ſhe ! in her Colours wears, 
While they, poor Souls ! believe it Hers ; 
Her Neck, her Breaſts, and ev'ry Grace 
With Care are hid, except her Face, 


For well, ſhe knows, no Youth can fly 


The lovely Poiſon of her Eye, 


78 J 
And Scorns a Conqueſt ſhould be won 
By more of all her Charms than one; 
And yet of all her Spoils of Sighs, 
Of bleeding Hearts, and melting Eyes, 
She flights th' advantages She gains, 


Nay Daphn?s ſelf, her happieſt Swain, 


Still languiſhes and loves in vain. 


The Fair Myrtilla too J Met, 
Led by her conſtant Amoret, 
For he, *tis ſaid, at laſt has tryd 
Her Force, and triumph'd o'er her Pride; 
Her Colours Maiden-bloom, her Hair 
Tempting, with wanton Curls, the Air 
And ev'ry Grace, that Dreſs. can ſhow, 
Or Virgin Innocence allow, 


Expos'd to every Lover's View ; 


Too 
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Too Dang'rous the Temptation is, 17 
When one alone muſt all poſſeſs, 
When Amore: mult all her Charms 


Enjoy, and Riot in her Arms. 


But what commends the lovely Two, 
Eliſa, when compar*d with you? 
Than Nature's ſelf more bright you ſhine, 
Her happy Care her beſt Deſign ! 
The utmoſt Pride, and boaſt of Art ! 
Who's every Look beſpeaks a Heart! 
And yet thoſe radiant Beams diſplay 
No guilty Flames, but ſuch as may 
Conduct us to a brighter Day, 
And eaſe, and pleaſe us in the Way, 
Thou art my Friend, my Soul, my Lite, 


All man can wiſh, or Heav'n can give! 


But 
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But ſee the lovely Train's in View, 
| And want the Beauty on't in vou: 
——D? you bluſh, my Dear, what will you do, 


When all the Ring proclaims you fo ? 


When ev'ry Youth's my Rival grown, 
And ev'iry Maid for Hers, your own ? 
Ah, Guard your Heart! ----But Doubt's a Vice, 


Where Vertue Reigns, and Love Obeys. 


VF 
Inſcrilbd to the Late King, at his Re- 
turn from Flanders in Oct. 1696. 


Elcome to Britain's joyful Shores, 
| Who owes, Great Sir, her Joys to you, 
In you Heav'n all her Rights aſſures, 


Her Empire, Peace, and Freedom too. 


What Rome's proud Arms, with Storms of 
Blood, 
Perſu'd toGrace th'*ImperialName, Sanni. 
Your Vertue ſingly has ſubdu'd, 


And given a larger Theme to Fame, 


G Beyond 
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Beyond where &er the Roman Power 


Prevail'd, or Arts her Name convey'd, 


Beyond thy Britains furtlieſt Shores, 
Thy caſy Government's obey'd. 


Where, from the earlieſt Eaſtern Sca, 
The; Sun his riſing Beams diſplays, 
He ſees thy*extended Naval ſway, 
And ſees but half with ſetting Rays; 


To other Worlds his Courſe purſues, 
Thoſe Worlds thy'undoubted Rule confeſs ; 
The Sea no other Empire knows, 


Thy Realms point out the Sun his Race. 


The Belgium her deliv'rer owns 
From Gallic Flames, and Galic Chains; 
And 
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And Germany thy Conduct Crowns 


With Union, with Succeſs regains; 


Spain feels, and owns thy happy Care, 
She owns the Gauls Retreat to Thee; 
And Gaul yet dreads Thee threatning War, 


And doubts her Fate in Italy. 


Thee Soyercign Chiefs with Joy obey, 
Follow thy Conduct, or thy Fame; 
Conſenting juſtly own thy Sway, 


And only Emulate thy Flame. 


Like Kings, by God's own Councils made, 
Your Peoples Dangers, with your own 

You meet, not by The Pomp betray'd, 
But for the Duties wear the Crown. 


G Thy 
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Thy Britain to her Native Laws, 
And Liberties by Thee reſtor'd, 

(For which ſhe pays her Thankful Vows 
To Heav'n, and juſtly calls Thee Lord,) 


To curb the common Foe, each Year 
You bear, beyond her *avenged Seas, 
(Where now, ſhe with Halchons Sports,) the War, 


And your Commands ev'n Fate obeys. 


Thus Arm'd in injur'd Europes Right, 


The Haughty Gaul, to thy Succeſs, 
His Raviſh'd Laurels does ſubmit, 


And learns at length to ſue for Peace. 


Peace the full Harveſt of thy Toll, Ty? 


Rip'ning with Golden Plenty, now | 
Glad |} 
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Glad Europe bears, a Grateful Soil, 


And joys to owe the Fruits to you. 


| G 3 Felicem 
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Felicem Vitam vis vivere ? ____ 


IF 


Audoen, 
An O D F. 


\ \ 7 Ould you in conſtant Joy, and Peace 
Your Life poſſeſs? 


Concluding Mortal, what's thy Courſe 
Ing this Short Race of ours? | 
In Eaſe, or Wealth, or Honors? Falſe, and Vain 
Th' Enjoyments, ſure thy pains ! 
Or Clog'd, or Loaded, can'ſt thou Fly 
Beyond Mortality ? f 
With borrow'd Wings, the Winds will Play 
Thy Hopes away: ; 
Learn 


L971 
Learn then your Ends in other Paths t' explore; 


Or humbly wait a Change, and urge the Search 


no more. 


Since thus we vainly Toil below, 
What fruitleſs Chace do I purſue ? 
?Tis true, nor Wealth, nor Honors pleaſe, 
But, O, too much the Grand Debauch of Eaie ! 
And where's the mighty Diff'rence, if Pm caught, 
The Net b* of Gold, or Silk, or very weakly 
wrought ? 
The Wretch may periſh, that a Yard, or Two, 
On Lillies, or on Roſes Falls, 
Sure as another in a Mine can do, 
Or from the Loftieſt Pinacles: 
Deluded Youth, this Cloud of Duſt prevails, 
And Blinds thy Lights of Grace, and Nature too ! 


G 4 Theſe 
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Theſe Eyes, that to thy Heart convey 
The pleaſing Image of thy Fair, 
And ſer it up an Idol there; 
Theſe Hands, that Deck it out ſo Gay, 
And leſs are rais'd to Heav'n, then Her; 
Thy Tongue, that on her Graces Dwells, 
And Crys 'em up for Miracles; 

Behold 'em in thoſe Lights, and ſoon you'll know 
How vain Theſe, and their Idol too; 
The Shadows, now your Joy, and Boaſt, 
Will in one certain Night be loit ; 


Nay ev*a this Curious Thinking Head, that Soars 


Full, and aſſur'd of Thoutand Nothings more, 


The Spade, that only can compoſe, 


Perhaps will, in the coming Year, 
In Pieces to the Air diſcloſe, 


As Diſtant, as its Projects are. 


But 
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But would'ſt Thou be at perfect Eaſe ? 

Enjoy uninterrupted Peace ? 

The fulſome Foolery give o'er, 

Th' Uncertain Pleaſures of a Day, 

With Floods of Paſſion, ſeek no More, 

Nor Idolize what muſt Decay; 

Addreſs to Heav'n, thy Flames improve, 
The Beauties there are laſting, as the Love; 

Ages will paſs, and never View 

A Change, but all thy Pleaſures New; 

No Hopes will Diſappointments know, 


Where Time's an Everlaſting Nom; 


| Nor Fears the flowing Bliſs Deſtroy, 


Where but to Think, is to Enjoy. 


In- 
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Inſcrib'd to the late King, on the 
Peace concluded at Reſwijck, in 
September, 1697. 


OR Peace, and Freedom to our World reſtor'd, 
Crowns, Palms, and Lawrels are the leaſt 
Rewards: 
Athens, and Rome, for leſs have Temples vow'd, 
And a vain Man exalted to a God j 
' Your Toils more juſt, and laſting Honors Claim, 
'Than either Greece, or Rome have left to Fame, 
Than all their Crowd of Deities can ſhow ; 
Since We, Great Sir, behold alone in you 
The brighteſt Emanation of the True; 
In whom, as in his Providence, we find 
The Safety, Rights, and Eaſe of Human kind. 


For 


* 
For theſe Reſtor'd, what ſhall thy Realms Decree? 
What Honors, what Rewards, are worthy Thee ? 
Freely, like Heav'ns thy Common Bounties flow, 
And *tis to Thee their Being too they owe ; 
To Heav'n, and Thee can worthily Addreſs ! 


In no Returns, but Gratitude, and Praiſe. 8 


— 
—_ 
1 r 


On 


[ 92 ] 


ON THE 


D E. * T 1 
Mr. Fades, 


1. May, 1700. 


*HE juſteſt Grief, that can on Fate attend 
We owe the loſs of Father, and of Friend: 
Mourn ev*ry Mule, let all your Streams be dry, 


But thoſe that Sorrows laviſh from rhe Eye, 


That only can inſpire with Elegy ! 
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To 
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To all your ſofter Charms a long Adieu, 


Thoſe Beauties, ſacred Bard, are loſt with you, 
Our Oracles are ceas'd, our Language Dies, 


We've ſcarce Expreſſion left us, but in Sighs. 


Fain would I pay the mighty Debt I owe, 
In lowing Words, but Tears will only Flow ; 
My kindling Flame indulgently you rais'd, .. 
And taught me more to t' attempt Eſteem, than 

Praile ; 
By Precept, and Example form'd my Mind, 
And to juſt Bounds the Muſes Flights reſtrain'd ; 
Shew'd me where weighty Words, where Figures 
pleaſe, 
And where Fair Nature ſhines without a Dreſs 
And if in ought of Sterling Wealth Þ appear, 


"Tis own'd the Genuine Product of your Care; 


But 
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But now in vain are all thoſe Labours ſpent, 


The Muſe can only help me to lament. 


Tell me ye Widow'd Nine, for you can tell, 
How much belov'd, how prais'd, how mourn'd 

se fall! 
The Genius of our Ifle ! he improv'd at Home 
The beſt Remains of Athens, and of Rome, 
And in our Native Tongue by him refin'd, 
Their Sweetneſs and their Energy are join'd : 
With Homer's plenty his Didactics flow, 
Let Virgil's Care their chaſt Expreſſion ſhows ; 
More num'rous Joys not Horace could Inſpire, 
Nor with a ſofter Hand e'er touch'd the Lyre ; 
When Artleſs Nature he Effay'd, in Strains, 
His Muſe, like Ovid's, Flatters, or Complains ; 
And to ſuppreſs the blooming growth of Vice, 


The Fire, and Force of Juvenal were His; 
In 
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In cleaner Socks not Terence &er appear'd, 


Or copy'd Nature with more Strength, or Art; 
Nor Martial could in Cloſer Words expreſs 

A keener Thought, or better Praiſe, and Pleaſe : 
What happy Genij furniſh'd Later Time 
With uſeful Numbers were but Types of Him, 
They each ExcelPd in ſome one ſhining Part 

Of Verſe, but He in all the Sacred Art. 

Ye pious Few, that to the Mule belong, 
Pay at his Tomb the Tribute of your Song, 
And tell the liſt'ning World, no Age mutt know 
Another Univerſal Mind below; 

Tellall the Great, and Good, Their glorious Aim, 
And Conſcious worth,mult now ſuffice for Fame ; 
And tell the Brighteſt * Stars in either Sphere, 
No Vertue ſoar'd above his Flights, but Theirs; 


+ The then K. and late Q. 
Thither 
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Thither th? aſpiring Bard is wing'd away, 
Where Her bright Fires gild an Eternal Day ; 
And with New Songs by Intuition bleſt, 
Now lauds her Reign in Heay'n, and in the He- 


ro's Breaſt. 
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of his on his Wife, 


Oct, in whom reſtor'd we ſee 
The Monkiſh Knack of Poetry, 
Double, and Dark, as Witches Spells, 


Or ev'n the Devil's Oracles; 


To whom, * if ever Spouſe appear'd, 


?Twas as a Conjurer, not a Bard ; 


Reform thy Strains, and learn to chooſe 
Fit Subjects for thy haggard Muſe : 

Let Carted Baud alone Supply 

Thy Honing Pen with Elegy; 


Let only Whore to Hemp condemn'd, 


Or by the Pump, and Rabble claim'd, 
H Pro- 
* The Elegy feigns an Apparition of bis Mife. 


* 

Provoke to Song , each Fatal Tree 

Find, next the Hangman, work for Thee ; 
For thus will Muſe, and Bard agree: 

But while You warble Spouſe departed, 
As if ſ had made her Exit Carted : 
And in ſuch Rumbling Numbers praiſe Her, 


That, were it poſſible, would Raiſe Her ; 
Your Reader muſt be over Civil, 
That do's not, as a much leſs Evil, 


Wiſh Muſe with Sponſe, tho? at the Devil. 


Written 


Written under a Pifure. 


"HE Dreadful Curls, the formidable Dreſs 

* Of Armour, Buff, Embroidery, and Lace, 
And rougli, affected Humour of the Face; 
Painter, Declare the Wonders of thy Art, 
And arc, as well, the Picture of His Heart. 
Unthinking Pride! hut could the Paint have 


ſhown 


Thee Coward too, The Piece were all thy own. 


An Epigram, 
Written in Anno 1700. 


Terras Aſtræa reliquit.— ſuv. 


"A Stre's Flight to Heav'n's a Tale, 
Sh' has but in Truth thrown up tius 
Ball, 
For Knaves, and Fools to play withall; 
And whatſoe'er the Gameſters ſay, 
Is but a Partner in the Play : 
P th' Noiſy H--ll for Bribes and Fees 
She ſells to Right, or Wrong, Succeſs : 
At 
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At *Ch---nge Her Actions Fall, and Riſe, 
To Ballance our Neceſſities: 
At Court She ſerves the ,, and St—-, 
"Tis true, but at a ſcurvy Rate; 
At Ch— h She cannot chooſe but Bleſs Him, 
Yet in her Practiſes denies him: 
She varics with each Wind that blows, 
The Weather Cock of either H—-ſe g 
And to no certain Point is true, 
But ſhifts, as thoſe that Guide her do: 
Like Fortune fickle, falſe, and Blind, 
She nad a Jilts all Human Kind. 
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Q N THE 


DEATH 


F THE 
Late DUKE of GLOCESTER, 


30. July 1700. 


— — 


Hat Prayers could gain, and Heav'n in Blef- 
ſings give, 

Britain Expected from her Prince's Life: 

His blooming Youth, with early Hopes, began, 

Of Plentcous Fruit, to ripen into Man; 

We bleſt the Lab'ring Hours, and joying view'd 

Our forward Hopes, with ev'ry Hour renew'd; 

His Father's, and our Countries Father's Cares, 

His Mother's, and our Nurſing Mother's Prayers, 

His 
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His Guardians were, and ſaw, with pious Pride, 


His growing Soul to all their own ally'd : 

The Sun, that uſher'd in bis brighter Day, 

Did * annually His «tmoſt Beams Diſplay 

To Rival His, yet thoſe could but preſage 
A Golden Tear, while theſe a Golden Age : 

But Ah, how worthleſs we! how few his Sands! 
Heav'n ſaw the Treaſure in Inſolvent Hands, 
And thus from Thoſe, that could no Intereſt pay, 
Call'd in the Principal upon the * DEy- | 


* Bary 24. July 1689. ick' ned on bu Birth. Day. 
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ON IHN 
BEL AT H 
OF TH E 


Late KING. 


8. March, 1701. 


IS Done! — The Rage of Fate's exerted 
Now, 

The Fate of Nations, and of Nature too! 
Their Common Cauſe our Hero's Life ſuſtain'd, 


Their Common Loſs, in His, let all Lament. 


What 


a — 


1 


What Aid can Words afford, or 'Thoughts 
conceive ? 
Can their kind Energy our Breaſts relieve, 
Where Lab'ring Sighs are all the Work of Life? 
Let thoſe, deriv'd to After Times, convey 
Our Common Fate ! 
To Foreign Coaſts let Nature's Sorrows bear 
Our Common Loſs ! 
The Winds in Sighs, the Waves in Floods of 


Tears. 


How vain are Humane Hopes! We faw his 
Bloom, 
By Labours try'd, The Hope of Times to come: 
Monſters he in his Cradle Cruſht ; The Rage 
Of Faction, and Invafion to alfwage, 


Were 
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Were his young Toils; and gloriouſly purſu'd, 


In ev'ry Stage of Life, the Public Good; 

Nor thus redeem'd his Native Land alone, 

But ev'ry Injur'd Nation, as his own; 

The Maes and Thames preſery'd, The diſtant 
Pon, 

The Po, the Elbe, the Danube, and the Rhine, 

In Praiſes for his Aids, or Labours join : 


While thus, beyond our Hopes, his conſtant Cares 


Tryumph'd o'er Europe's Foes, and Europe's | 
Fears, 
Thoſe Hopes preſcrib'd hi Life the longeſt Date, | 
And like his Fame, the lateſt Spoil of Fate; 
To his laſt Toils aſſign'd a Laſting Peace, 
And Sat his Pillars up with Hercules“: 


Ah ſhort in all! Nor France, nor utmoſt Spain, 


Had known the Bounds of his extended Reign, I 


Our 
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Our Greater Hercules a larger Courſe 

Had ta'en, and made their Weſterz Enipire ours; 
Their Eaſtern Spoils, by Jjuſter Arms had won, 
And prov'd a brighter Emblem of the Suu. 


Such were his Toils, and ſuch our Hopes de- 
ſign'd 

In Nature's, and the Cauſe of Humane kind : 
In Heav'n's mote radiant Conqueits he purfu'd, 
And Darted Thunders at the Foes of God; 
Blaſted the Bloom of Vice, but Vertue knew 
Him her Reward, and beſt Example too: 
Ever I appzar'd Religioz”s Great Defence, 
Preſerv'd it's Parity, and Innocence ; 
It's Eſſence practis d, and that Practice rais'd, 
But cruſht it's Rage, and all It's Craft deſpis'd: 
Like Grace our Native Happineſs retriv'd, 
And ev'ry Grace, he recommended, Liv'd. 


——Ah ! 


108 


Ah! could a Prince, whoſe Source of Life 
thus flow*d 

In one continu'd Courſe, of doing Good, 

That Fought the Cauſe of God againſt His Foes, 

. Finiſh till Nature's Glorious Change, His Glori- 

ous Courſe ! 885 : 


That kepz the Laith, He ſtill Defended, Ceaſc 


To Reign, 


Until ſucceeded by the Prizce of Peace ! 


Our Hopes this brighter Proſpect too beheld, 


But Ah! our ftrozeer ices have prevail'd ! 

For theſe we mourn our great Deliv*rer Dead, 
A Fate that Hoſtile Arts in vain Efſay'd ; 

In vain th' united Rage of Frazce, and Rome, 
Conſpir'd by Force, and Fraud, the Hero's Doom, 
He fell a Victim to our Sus at Home; 

A Load the Hero ſtrove to bear in vain, 


That ev'n the Deity could not Suſtain! 


(O, 
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(O, May his Sacred Succeſſor renew 
His Reign, and all the Glorious Courſe purſue, 
His ſhortn'd Race fulfil; and may we find 
New Scenes of Joy, and Peace by Womankind!) 
And now, Behold, he Mounts his native Skies, 
And bliſsful Reſt from all his Toils enjoys; 
Seraphs, with grateful Songs of Praiſe, improve 
His joy'd Acceſſion to a Throne Above; 
And lo! the Heavenly Hott the Triumph wait, 
And Scatter Palms, and Laurels at his Feet; 
Michael their Glorious Chict his way prepares, 
And now with * equa! Beams Thoſe Lizhts appear, 
Whom the ſame Cax/e inflam'd, the fame their 
Courſe, 
And Diſtanc'd only by this Sphere of ours: 
Hark,how the Powers above with Shouts applaud 


The Hero now receiv'd, and Crown'd a God ! 


* L. 20. 36. 


Al, 


L110 


All, who their Countries Sacred Rights ſuſtain'd, 


Or Liberties by Wounds, and Deaths regain'd; 

* Whoſe Lives or Arms adorn'd, or Arts improv'd, 
And fixt the Baſis of the publick Good ; 

With Extacy in his exalted Mind, 


Behold, and Bleſs, thoſe ſeveral Vertues join'd. 


But, O, what Hand can paint what Tongue 
expreſs, 


Th' Enjoyments of United Souls in Bliſs, 


Such as is now, Mar ia's State, and His! 

Ineffable's the Mighty Change 

Beyond the Pow'r of Thought ! 

The pure Exceſs of Love, where Friendſhip joyns, 
With equal Beauty, Wit, and Innccence; 
What Pleaſures the Abſtracted Soul Enjoys 

In Viſionary Scenes of Future Bliſs , 


* Virgil. | 
The 


13 


Or Martyrs at their Apotheoſes, 


Would be but Lifeleſs Shadows here, thus we, 
With our Affections, cloath the Deity : 

In vain,or Nature's Flow'rs, or Arts we chooſe, 
Unbodyd Joys, Thalia, mult retuſe 

The Flights of all, but an hi Muſs 
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Omnibus in Terris, que ſunt à Gadibus aſq; 
Auroram, & Gangem, pauci dignoſcere poſſua! 8 
Vera Bona, &c. 5 


Ear ch all this Globe of OUrs, 2nd few you'll 1 nd 5 
That know, or their true Good, with care in- 
tend: 


How is our Reaſon by our paſſions ſway'd? 


How vainly are our happieſt Projects laid? 


Their 
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Their Ends from our Deſires yet further are, 


Than at their firſt remoteſt Views they were. 


Whole Families, to whom the ſeeming Good 2 
Of their own Prayers has Providence allow'd, ; | 
TH Effects have found in Miſery, and Blood : 
Theſe ask the pow'rful Gown, and thoſe the 


Sword, 
But both their ruine meet with in Reward ; 
Nor do we try, with more miltaken pains, 
The Fatal force of flowing Eloquence ; 
And there's an *Inſtance too, where the proud Boaſt 
Ot Native ſtrength, the Wretches Life has coſt ; 
But more, on their inſatiate Avarice 
May charge the Sum of all their Miſeries ; 
Too vaſt a Wealth, tho? ne'er fo juſtly got, 


To quickeft Want has oft it's owners brought, 


Milo of Crotona. 
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As *twas in Nero's fatal Days, for then 
The Beſt, and Richeſt, were th' unhappieſt Men, 
Their Perſons by his Mercenaries ſeiz'd, 


5 - 
720 
13 
9 
1 
by.” 
# 
25 
9 
1 
by.” 
IS 
my 
nn: 
N 


<P] 
Ke e 


Their Riches plunder'd, and their Houſes raz'd, 
And thoſe alone their Crimes: The homely ſhed 
Is never of thoſe Cut throat Arts atraid, 

Secure in honeſt Poverty, It ſcarce 

Sees, in an Age, a File of Muſqueteers: 

And while the Trav'ller, who benighted bears, 
Perhaps, yet leſs in value, than in Fears, 

Each length'ning Shadow, by the Moon, deceives, 
Each Bough's a Sword, and ev'ry Tree a Theif; 
The Paſſenger, that nothing has to looſe, 

Tho? ſet by Pads, nor dread, nor Danger knows, 


But with a Song counts ev*ry Mile he goes. 


ThePray*rs we make with warmeſt Zeal andPains, 


And ſuch as would diſtreſs ev'n Providence, 
Are 
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Are that our Cheſts with Sums of Wealth may 
flow, 
More than th* Exchequer, or the Bank can ſhow ; 
Yet, Wretch, they're only ſuch as theſe , that 
ought 
To Fear, amidſt their Cups, the deadly Draught, 
Alike the Aconite, and En'rald Shine, 
Alike the Luſtre of the Gold, and Wine, 
And both alike Deceive ; The poor Man dreads 
No Poiſon from the Earth himſelf was made, 
But freely takes a hearty Pitcher down, 


To caſe the Wants of Nature, and his own. 


Thus far conſider'd only, tell me Now, 
Have we not cauſe to praiſe the Wiſer * Two, 
This that bemoan'd, and That that laught, to ſee 
The Daily Errors of Mortality? 


Heraclitus, and Democritus. 
1 2 Demg« 
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Democritus, with me, the happier Man, 


Found always matter to indulge his Spleen, 

Tho? in the Town he liv'd, the Noiſy Gown, 

Nor Nodding Bench, in their dull Pomp were 

known, 

Nor Arts, by which our R-— in Pow'r think 
fit 

To puniſh much leſs Crimes, than they Commit. 

How had he tickl'd, had he liv'd to ſee 

Our Pretor in his aunual Pageantry, 

Mounted, and with the Robes of Juſtice Grac'd, 

Her Sword in awful State before him rais'd, 

Her Miniſters torſooth, on ev'ry ſide, 

The bowing Rabble blowing up his Pride, 

Move to the Forum in a Solemn Pace, 

With noiſeleſs Pomp, and a vain ſtudied Face, 

On all impartial Juſtice to beſtow, 


Which he, and his Aſſociates, never knew? 
Mattei 
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Matter enough he found, in better Days, 


To laugh at all the Follies of our Race ; 

And hence our mighty Sages muſt confeſs, 

That Times, and Countrys, which we barren call, 

In all the Fruits of Wiſdom ours excel, 

Could Greater Men, and Better too, produce, 

And capable to make a Jeſt of ours : 

Behold how He our Hopes, and Fears, derides, 

Our Joys, and Griefs, and ev'ry Toy beſides 1 

The Smiles of Fortune were below his Care, 

And when ſhe frown'd on Him, could laugh at 
Aer, 

A plain inftructive Inſtance, that the Good 

We ſeek ſo earneſtly, when underſtood, 


Would Empty, if not noxious, prove, and ought 


Io thank kind Providence we go without. 


1 3 Let's 


i 


Let's ſee now, what our Men of Pow'r do gain, 
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When they their Envy*d Dignity obtain; 


— ñ—— — 


| Honours, High Poſts, and Titles ever Prove, 

| b That certain ruine is the next Remove; | 

| Names of Reproach, and Infamy Succced, | 

| Their brighteſt Vertues are, at beſt, deny'd, [ 
| | And all their boſome Vices open laid ; 

g Their Images, rais'd at the Public Coſt, 4 
| To all the Fury of the Mob expos'd ; L 
h Th ador'd Sejanus in the Flames Conſume's, 
; Of late the Second Deit) of Rome, : 
[ The greateſt, happieſt Idol of the Town, ; 
| Is now to vileſt Uſes melted down, 8 


Be this, at leaſt, a New Thankſgiving Day, 
And Sacred to the Rabble's Ribaldry, 
| The Man they worſhip'd Yeſterday, is now 


The Subject of their Sport, and Fury too ; 


| See 
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Hear how the Brutes Inſult! What Lips he has, 


What Looks, a very Gallows in his Face! 

Hang him, I read his Fortune in his Phyz, 

And ever Thought ' twould come at laſt to This 

But for what Crime he fell, by whom betray'd, 

Or who his Secret Treaſons open laid, 

The Gidd) Rout ne er ask; Nor ſtay for Proof, 

Their Jealous * Tyrant's Fears are Crimes enough, 

His conſcious Guilt the want of both ſupplies, 

And ev'n the cleareſt Innocence Deſtroy's, 

And {till the Wretch, whom Fortunes Frowns pur- 
ſues, 


Her Servile Miniſiry condemn of Courſe. 


But had the * Taſcan's daring Plot obtain'd, 
And Seiz'd the Purple with a fort'nate Hand, 
'The Great, and Little Vulgar, had as ſoon 
Chang'd Parties, and ador'd the rifing Sun, 


* Tiberius. & Sejanus, 14 God 


10 

God ſave the Ring, had been the Common Cry 
The Crown takes all impediments amay: 
For Careleſs of our antient Rights, w' have loſt 
That Liberty of old ſo much our Boaſt; 
We whocould Empire at our Wills beſtow, 
And ev*ry other Truſt of Honour too; 
It's leaſt Remains our Servants now diſpute, 
Our Right to ſell, nay and to give our Votes ; 
A Blefſed Change ! and hence Degen'rate we 
Have ſcarce our very Wills at Liberty, 
Beſides, perhaps, the Will alone to eat 
The bread, w? have purchas'd with our Servile 

Sweat, 
And, asa mighty overplus, in Peace 


To Loiter, and get Drunk on Holy-Days. 


Pm well aſſur'd, cry's one, there's more to Die, 
D, twas a Plaguy Reach of Villany ! 
Brutidius, 
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Brutidius, had you ſeen him, in his Face 


Wore all the Marks of Guilt, and want of Grace, 
He's ſurely in the Plot, and yet e'er Noon, 

The Hangman's work will by himſelf be done; 
Then, Hey Boys! lets away, and to aſſure 

Our forward Paſſion for the Emperour, 

While yet his Viler Carcaſs lyes Expos'd, 

Let's ſpurn, and tread it into Common Duſt ; 
But ſtay let's take our Slaves, leaſt they ſhould do, 


Another Day, the ſame for me, and you, 


Should join with Cæſar's Jealouſies, and make 


Our ſelves the Crime, and Puniſhment partake : 
Thus was Sejanus Guilt then nois'd about, 


And ſuch the abject Conduct of the Rout, 


Now would you be Sejanue, Friend of Mine, 


And 1a his Fate, as well as Fortune join ? 


Titles, 


13 


Titles, and Places, at your will beſtow, 
And keep tl” unweildy Roman World in awe ? 
Nay Rule the Prince himſelf? While Thought- 
leſs He 

Neglects the Duties of Imperial Sway, 
And is to ev'ry Senceleſs Luſt a Prey, 
And yet whoſe Jealous Guilty Fears the while 
Confine the Madman to a Narrow * IIe, 
W here, with his Cabinet of Wizards join'd, 
In conjuring at his Fate, makes ſure of thine. 
Lou would, no Doubt, be willing to ſecure 
The Greateſt Reach of Dignity, and Pow'r ; 
All Human kind would abs'lute be, and Have, 
At their own Will, the Pow'r to Hang, or Save ; 
The ſofteſt Natures, that could never try 
The Executions of a Tyranny, 
Yet Love the Port, they would be thus like Gods, 
And ſee th' unhappy 'Tremble at their Rods; 

* Caprex. But 
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But would, you, with the Pow'r and Grandeur, 


chooſe, 


As freely, all the Evils they produce? 


Or rather (if no Arguments can Cure 


Your wild, ungovernable Lult of Pow'r,) 


3 ; 1 eee 
Conclude on, with Sej anus Fate in View, 


A Country May'r's the better of the TwWo, 


And to be Great like Him, a ſafer Choice, 


Than all the other's Fatal Dignities, 


Home-Brawls to hear, and Right, or Wrong De— 


cide, 


: And o'er the Stocks, and Whipping Poſt preſide, 


Falſe Beams, and Weights, and Meaſures to De- 


ſtroy, 


| And Bakers Bread too light to take away ? 


Thus then Sejanus ſurely ſtands confeſt, 
The Greateſt Man, that knew his Good the leaſt, 


« Too 


« Too Great, in Wealth! in Pomp, and Pow'r too 
Great ! 
And thence fall'n down the higheſt Precipice of 


Fate. 


_ ?T was thus the C raſſiand Pompeij fell; 
And the firſt Ceſar felt tl” avenging Steel, 
He that our Nobles Sacred Pow'r oppreſt, 
And all our Civil Rights, and Freedoms Seiz'd, 
The Over-match of haſty Fate Confeſt; 
Upon thoſe bold Aſcents She took her Stand, 


And ſent her Shafts with an unerring Hand; 


Not Providence it ſelf could Interpoſe, 
Or give a juſter anſwer to their Vows ; 


For to their Kindred Devils all Tyrants ſhou'd, 


As few eſcape, ſwim in a Sea of Blood. 


' To liſp the Idiom of his Mother Tongue, 
= Whoſe Learning at a Groat a Week is Dear, 


And who his Grammar ſcarce to School can bear, 


Of ſuch as trudge to Weſtminſter for Bread, 
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My little Maſter, who has juſt begun 


Longs, as for Sugar Plums, betimes t' out do, 
In Fame, Demoſthenes, and Cicero: 

But each their Fatal Eloquence deſtroy'd, 

And in it's large abounding Sources dy'd 
Whilſt the Vile Scribling Hand, and empty Head 


Are never loſt, nor in more Danger are, 


Than an unlucky Tumble o'er the Bar. 
* 0 happy Rome haply thy Conſul I ! | 
Had Tully, in ſuch Strains of Poetry, 


Clad all his Thoughts, His Carcaſs were Secure 


= From the Reſentments of an * Emperour : 


Marc Anthony. 
Rather 


1486 
Rather would I have wrote ſuch ſilly ſtuff, 
And thus commenc'd an Author Scandal proof, 
Than his Divine Philippic to have made, 
And laid a certain Plot againſt my Head. 


Nor better was Demoſthenes's Fate, 


Whom Cicero was proud to * imitate, _ 

Whoſe Eloquence, like a Swoln Torrent, flow'd, 

And all learn'd Athens to his Lure ſubdu'd, 

That rais'd, and huſh't, at will, their Hopes, and 
Fears, 

And to Attention charm'd full Theatres; 

The Mighty He, born in a Fatal Hour, 

And of a Blackſmith made an Oratour, 

A luckleſs Change ! 'gainſt Fate could not Ha- 
rangue, 

But fell, by his own Hand, the Victim of his 4 

„ —M 


* In that Philippic. 
; Greater, 
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Greater, than all the World beſides can give, 
The Trophies of Vain Glory we believe; 
To win a Battle, or to take a Town, 
And burn, or make an Hoſtile Navy run; 
And Hence, or to be Knighted on the Place, 
Or with an Emblematic Meddal Grac'd, 
Our own, our Neighb'ring, and remoter Souls, 
Have thought Diſtinctions worthy of their Tolls ; 
So much the Thirſt of Noiſy Fame prevails 
With us, and Vertue's real ſelf excels ] 
For all her Native Beauties we deſpiſe, 
And are enamour'd on her Vanities : 
And yet this Itch of Glory in a Few, 
Themſelves have ruin'd, and their Country too; 
And all the Luſt of Titles, and of Praiſe, 
(For Death could never Conquer this Diſeaſe,) 


That 


. —— 
— — 


5 » n - r ey To» 2 * 7 _— 
ECTS: EEE. >. CT 3: 
* 7 - = 
- „ i — — 
— * * os OTTER. Ys <> jon Can AeS 
* 


L 128 


That in it's utmoſt Pomp, and Pride appears, 


T'adorn, and Dignify our Sepulchres, 

Where Paint, with Poetry, and Sculpture join, 
And all the Heralds Senceleſs Honours Shine, 
If by no haſty accident deſtroy'd, 


Yet never can the Teeth of Time avoid, 


But muſt at length in certain ruines lye, 


And prove the Spoils of Fate, as well as we. 


The Aſhes of fam'd Hannibal let's take, 
And ſee how many Pounds by weight they*ll make 
The mighty He, t'w hom Afr ic's large extent 
Prov'd but a corner of the Continent : 

That fearleſs ſtem'd the Dangers of the Main, 
And to his other Empires added Spain; 
Thence o'er the Pyrenean Mountain's paſt, N 


And Through the Alpine Snows a paſſage forc'd ; 


Where 
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Where Nature's ſtrongeſt Holds his Conqueſts 


7 lay, 
Did all his vaſt Superiour Pow'r Obey, 


And trembling open'd him an Eaſy way; 

1 Hence to the Walls of Rome his Terrours Spread, 

; And over run all Lady beſides ; 

i And, in his Mad purſuit of Fame, preſum'd 
Her Rival Carthage, Miſtreſs now of Rome. 

- Behold this Mighty Conquerour the while 

A half blind Mortal, and Contemptible ; 


And drawn to all Advantages, would Prove 


a f A Peice Scarce worth the Colouring, and Cloth; 
| : But when you View the End ot his purſuit, 

| 3 And of his Labours reckon up the Fruit, 
Say, Darling Glory! who would thus be Great, 
| Would Thee, and Nothing buy at ſuch a Rate! 


r vain inconſtant Favours, quickly won, 
Thoſe bold Delights of Chance, are loſt as ſoon; 
| K One 
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One * Battel loſt, he into Exile Flyes, 


And at Bithynia's Tyrant's Levees Plyes, 
With ſordid, mean Submiſſions, daily waits | 
An humble Suiter at his Palace Gates, 
And begs in Looks, and Geſtures, but to have 
A pittance one Degree above a Slave. | 
Nor Fate to him we more Propitious find ; 
His Soul, the Terrour of all Human kind, 
Not in the Fury ol a Battel fled, 

But from it's Stage a ſhuffling Exit made; 

A Soul that ſeiz d the World at Cannæ's Field, 
That Saw unmov'd, the Seas of Blood it Spilt, 
Yet durſt not, in an equal Purple Stream, 


A Bold Relcaſe from adverſe Fortune claim; b 


But Sunk beneath her Fatal Tyranny, 
And ina Doſe of Poiſon Sneak't away. 
« Go, Madman, now renew thy num'rous Toils, 
« To Pleaſe the Boys, and Rattle in the Schools. 
* At ama. To 
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1 : | 
| | To fate young Alexander's boundleſs Luſt, | 
g One World was but a narrow point at moſt; | 
| Unhappy he, whoſe Conqueſts could not Roll | 
. Some Hundreds of Degrees beyond the Poles; | 


> Unhappy too, in leaving ours ſo ſoon, 
And c'er our Vaſt Diſcov'ries in the Moon; 
For here, poor Prince, H' in Lazy Sweat conſum'd 


His Days, for only want of Elbow room ; 
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Yet at his proud Advance to Babylon, 


His conqueſts ended in a Grave alone; 


TREE 


A Grave, the trueſt Meaſure of our Pride, 


Whoſe Bounds our higheſt Boaſts could ne'er Ex- 
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ceed. 
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What Greece, well skill'd in ſuch Narrations 
told, 
With great Aſſurance, was believ'd of Old 


K 2 | How 
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How Xerxes did that Country once deſpoil 

Of Athos, which he vainly made an Ille ; 

How, on the Helleſpont, his Navy bore 

A Bridge, on which his Army paſt it o'er; 

And, on their March to ravage Greece, could Sup, 

At ev'ry Meal, at leaſt a River up ; 

As Soſtratus, of old a Bard of Fame, 

Do's in his Drunken Rhapſodies proclaim : | 

Ambition never fir'd a fiercer Fool; 

Who ſtrove the Stubborn Winds with Rods to | 
Rule, | 

A Diſcipline the huffing Bullies ne'er | 
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Were us'd, in their Aolian Den, to bear; 


Who labour'd at a Conqueſt o'er the Main, 


And Neptune in his Fetters to reſtrain ; 
(But he muſt be a wooden God at belt, 


That could ſubmit to ſerve ſo great a Beaſt : 


Then f 


E 
Then what was his Succeſs? The Madman loſt, 


At Salamis, the Flow'r of all his Holt; 
And with one Veſſel, left of all his Fleet; 
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Did his own Fortune to the Seas commit; 


(Thoſe Seas, that but ſolately wore his Chains, 
Now choakt up with his Armies fad Remains,) 

| Through which he ſteer'd a flow, and heavy 
| Courſe, 


Stopt by their putrid, floating Carcaſſes. 
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L of Glory ſuch too oft is the purſuit ! 


And ſuch, at laſt, the miſerable Fruit 


Give us, Kind Heav'n, cry others Length of 
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Days, 
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The Sum of our Deſires, and Happineſs; 


For this, or Well, or IIl, they daily pray, "4 


And ſtrive t' attain, with ev'ry Faculty: 
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But ſee now what a Good old Age affords; 
A Load of Ills, beyond the pow'r of Words; 


As firſt, a Figure fit to ſcare the Crows, 


A Man of Clouts, with thin and hanging Jaws, 
A Leathern Skin, and in each Cheek ſuch Gaps, 
As would diſgrace a Senior Monkey's Chaps: 
And tho? in Youth, it cannot be deny'd, 
Varieties we meet with multiply'd, 

Yet thoſe {till with Advantages appear, 

Pleaſing, Agrecable, or Graceful are; 

As This in Beauty, That in ſtrength excels, 

And one in both, o'er all the reſt prevails ; 

In Age, Variety is at a loſs, 

And can but, at its utmoſt ftretch, compoſe 

One pale, thin, frightful,wrinckld, haggard Face; - 
With trembling Lips, that aiming at a Voice, 


Only produce a harſh, and grating Noiſe; 
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A Head as light, and empty, as a Drum, 

Beſides it's Magazine of Ropy Rheum, 

From whence, in never failing Snot it flows, 
Through the TWO Naſty Channels of his Noſe; 


Unarm'd his Gums to break the Tend'reſt Food, 


Which, e'er he cats, mult be by others chew'd: 


Art too, as if all Nature's rotting Drains, 

His Sink, (were't to be done,) could never cleanſe, 
Muſt give him running Iſſues, by the Score, 
Whoſe ſtink exceeds the fouleſt Common Sew*r : 
Shun'd by the once fond Partner of his Bed, 
As from the Plague, by all his Children fled, 
And loath'd ev'n by Himſelf; Nay left alone, 


By ev'ry Trencher Friend, and Hanger on; 


Champain, nor Ortolans can raiſe his Guſt ; 


Nor Virgin Sweets the Handle of his Luft ; 
Collected in Himſelf, No other Call 


Diſturbs it's Quiet, but the Urinal: 
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The Greateſt Maſters cannot tempt his Tar, 
For Muſick is an utter Stranger there; 
Nor matters it, where at the Play he ſits, 
Who Hears not ev'n a Concert in the Pit, 
And in whoſe very Ears his Boy muſt roar, 
To tell him what's a Clock, or who's at Door : 
What Blood he has, (and all would ſcarce be 
miſſing,) | 
A Feaver only can ſecure from Freezing ; 
And from his num'rous As *tis, we receive 
The beſt Aſſurances, the Man's alive; 
But ſhould you ask their Names, The Task were 
more, | 
Than t' count how many - 
Whore ; 
ThenName theFools, that have for Health apply'd, 
And, in one Sea ſon, of the Doctor dy*d ; I; 
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The Funerals one Toaſting Sot has made; 
Or Heirs but by one Rogue-Truſtee betray'd; 


How many Mannours for their Lord do own 


A Scab, thus Great, but from a Foot-boy Grown: 


This of a Weakneſs in his Shoulders Hones, 
That in his Legs, another in his Loyns; 
This all his Sight has Loſt, and happy thinks 
Him that has one Eye left yet, tho? it blinks : 
Another cannot Eat, unleſs he's fed, 

And by his Mother-Nurſe with Pap ſupply'd; 
Tho', the Time was, the Sharpers of his Mouth 
Could ſcarcely wait the laying of the Cloth, 
Nor e'er abated of their Uſual Pace 


To ſtay for the Formality of Grace. 


But all this waſt of Members, paſt the mending, 


Are Trifles to a damag'd Underſtanding ; 


Thus 
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Ofall his Family the Joy, and Hopes, 
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Thus, worſe than twice aChild,the Man, nor knows 
His Friends, nor e'er a Servant of his Houſe ; 
Ask what he did laſt Night, you had as good 
Poſe him with Secrets paſt before the Flood ; 
The Pledges of his Youth, tho” all his own, 
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Are to their Doting Daddy Strangers grown, 
By his own Act, For read his Will, and there 
You'll find a Common Strumpet made his Heir ; 
His Children not once thought of by their Names, 
Or a poor Shilling to avoid their Claims; 
Tho” all the Bitches Merit is no more, 
Than to be called, in Complaiſance, his Whore. 
And he, for ſcarcely fumbling with Her 's, forc'd 
To rob the Iſſue of his Lawtul Luſt. 

But ſay his Underſtanding ſtill is ſound, 
Yet Evils, tending to it's Loſs, abound ; 


His Sons, of his declining Age the Props, 
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This Day, he ſees with Sorrow, in their Graves; 


'T he next his tender Partner there he lea ves; 
And e' er, perhaps, the doleful Year is paſt, 
Of all his Num'rous Kindred mourns the laſt; 
Such is of length of Days tl unhappy Doom, 
Life in Decay, but Sorrows in their Bloom 4 
The Ravages of Death our conſtant Views, 
And Sobs the only Language of the Houſe ! 
Nor any other Dreſs, but Black, allow'd, 


Till the good time of changing for a Shrowd! 


Neſtor (may Father Homer be believed,) 
Of all Mankind was one the longeſt liv'd; 
Happy, as ſome will ſay, to put the Cheat, 
Three hundred Years by Tale, on Greedy Fate; 
But take his own Opinion on't, you'l find 
The Wiſe Old Man of quite another Mind ; 


For 
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For he complain'd of Deaths ſevere Delays, 

And found but length of Grief, with length of Days, 
Saw inthe Pride of Youth, his Darling Son 

The Spoil of Fate, and ask't, with many aGroan, 
What Crime deſerving Lite, himſelf had done. 
Peleus no leſs an equal * Loſs bewail'd; 

And Old Laertes throbbing Breaſt reveaPd 

Like Storms of Grief, while wandring on the Main, 
He wiſh'd his *Son, to cloſe his Eyes in vain. 

The Crown of Years no leſs was Priam's Curſe, 
And neceſſary Earneſt of a worſe ; 

How Happy! Had the R“ Father dy'd, 


Er*e Graceleſs Paris Stole the Spartan Bride 


Then Troy, the Pride as yet of Aſia's Plains, 


Had public Rites Decrec'd his great Remains, 


Born to the Grave by all his Noble Sons, 


Amidſt his Daughter's Tears, his People's Moans ; 


* Achilles. & Ulyſſes. * Helena, | 
| His 
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His Memory in Fame's bright Rolls had ſtood, 


Juſt, Happy, Wie, and Pious, Great, and Good 


In endleſs Peace H' had with his Fathers Slept, 
And, but for him alone, his Country wept : 


But ſee the ſad Reverſe Old Age prepar'd; 


His Realms the Prey, and Waſt of Fire and Sword; 
Himſelf, his Crown abandon'd, forc'd to wear 
A Helm, and all the Heavy Load of War; 

Yet thus, alas! Loo Feeble to ſuſtain _ 

His Fate, imploring Help of Heav'n in vain :; 

In vain, for there ev'n where he us'd to Feaſt 
His Gods, he fell a Sacrifice at laſt, 

Yet thus far ha|p..r than his Royal Wife, 


Who loſt her Reaſon in a longer Life, 


To later inſtances I haſten down, 


And mention Cræſus for his Boaſt alone 


Of 
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Of Happineſs in Wealth, which Solon Knew, 


And caution'd him, his End could only ſhow ; 


Wiſe the Prediction, as the Event was true! 


Marius (his Age the Curſe,) to Goal was ſent, 
And thence in Baniſhment a begging went ; 
The World with all its Eyes, had never ſeen 
A Greater Roman, or a Happier Man; 
It when in Chains the Cinbrian Slaves he led, 
The Youth had a Triumphant Exit made; 
To the pleas'd Gods he'd then an Equal ſoar'd, 
And from a Triumph roſe to be ador'd. 

C ampania too, (to give one Inſtance more,) 
Had by a Fever in a lucky Hour, 
A happier Turn deſign'd for Pompey's Fate, 
Who, it he then had dy'd, had dy'd the Great; 
But Publick Vows, for ſooth, and clam'rous Pray'rs, 
Muſt weary Heaven to grant him Length of Years; 

And 
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And what was the Event let Egypt tell, 

| Where he by Coward Hands diſmember'd fell. 
i While Catiline, and his Accomplices, 

The finiſh'd Prodigies of Daring Vice, 

© To Hzs, the Indulgence of the Fates attain'd, 


| For tho? they Traytors dy'd, they dy'd like Men. 


One Labour more, — the Anxious Mother ſee 
Low, for a Bleſſing on her Progeny; 

| And to be ſure a Bleſſing of the beſt, 

| That . enuſes her Girls may beat leaſt ; 

| As for the Boys, more mod'rate {troaks will do, 

| But they muſt all be wond'rous Handſome too; 
And ſurely modeſt Prayers when well 'tis known, 
Heav'n's pleaſed with Images ſo like its own; 
And Gods, beſides their Largeſſes of Graces, 


Have ſtoop't themſelves to worſhip Handſome 


Faces: 


And 
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And yet Lucretia's Form, and Face, we find, 
A ſad Example of another Kind, 
Tempting as Heav'n, the lovely Charmer, fell 
A Victim, to the Luſtful Flames of Hell : 
And with her Loyal Blood, waſh'd out the Stains 


Of Tarquiz's Guilt, and Writ her Innocence. 


Virginia's equal Charms had equal Fate, 
A like in Blood her ſhining Glories Sate; 
The *Raviſhers Embraces to avoid 


Her *Father Offer'd up the Spotleſs Maid. 
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A wond'rous Bleſſing to be wond'rous Fair, 
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When ſuch the Fatal Fruits of Beauty are ! 
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And either in the Choice had been excus'd 


Rather t' have liv'd a Trull, than dy'd a Toaſt. 


* Appius Claudius. V. inginius. 


Nor 
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Nor want their Inſtances enough to ſhow, 
| That Handſome Boys, are as unhappy too : 
How are the vertuous Parents Cares, increaſt, 
Leaſt theirs ſhould prove a Rogue, or Rake at leaſt ? 
For Modeſty and Beauty ſeldom meet, 
And on a Youth with any Credit fit : 
But fay a Lad's to like ſtrict Manners bred, 


As when his Great Great Grandſire was a Lad; 
Is bleſt with all kind Nature can beſtow, 

| (Nature the beſt and happieſt Tutor too 5 

His Face the Picture of a Modeſt Mind, 
Where Grace it ſelf is with Good Nature joyn'd ; 
That all Returns of Love and Duty ſeeks; 
And oft'ner than in Words, in Bluſhes ſpeaks ; 
Yet, ten to one, this Darling Boy muſt be 


Some filthy Sodomite's vile Property, 


I. Their 
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Their Ages Prop, ev'n by his Parents, ſold 


For the more coveted Supports of Gold; 
So Great Is Power, it Preys with like Succeſs, 
O' er every Virtue, and for every Vice! 
A Lad the moſt deform®d 's in happier Caſe, 
With crooked Body, and diftorted Face, 

A Skin all Scurf; while thus his——is free 


From the Hot Rider's naſtieſt Leachery. 


Next View your Stripling in another Scene, 
The Darling Rogue of ſome proud Marrie'd 
Quean, 
And boaſt his happy Beauty if you can. 
The Sins he, with a Modeſt Bluſh begun, 
Behold, to boaſted Lewdneſs carry'd on, 


When 


And he her noted Stallion through the own; 
In conſtant Danger, and as conſtant Dread, 


How faithfully his Reck'ning will be paid, 


[147 J 
When the Mad Cuckold, thus provok'd too long, 
{ Thinks fit to ſee, and to reſent the wrong: 
| (For*twould be ſtrange, ſhould the brisk Volunteer, 
From every Bout come off without a Scar, 
When ev'n a *God, and *Goddeſs, could not ſcape 
A buſy, jealous, Prying *Cuckolds Trap ;) 
Then ſee his Fury raiſed to all Exceſs 

Of Puniſhment, beyond the harſheſt Laws; 
Your Beau, uncas'd, and laſht, for the Offence, 
Yet thisa Prelude only to the Dance; 
Next Gaſh't and ſtabb'd, but unatton'd the Guilt, 
Till in the very Pangs of Death he 's Gelt. 
Such a Return to the fond Parents Prayers, 


Muſt prove a mighty Comfort to their Years ! 


Ay, but you'll ſay, mine is a happier Boy, 
The Minion of a Whore of Quality, 


* Mar, KYenus, XYulcan: 
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A Patroneſs of Freedom, who diſdains 


To Groan beneath the Matrimonial Chains, 


But, as her Soul, the tender Dog eſteems, 
And ſhe is equally as Dear to him; 


Ty'd to no Forms, and by no Fears forbid, 
In eaſy Joys they all their Hours Divide; 
The Pride of Beauty She, and He of Youth, 


And both of unexampled Love, and Truth. 


A happy Lite indecd ! But are you ſure 
He's not the Game of ſome Ola batter'd Whore, 
Grown Wealthy by the Earnings of her Trade, 
When Fifty Years ago She paſt for Maid; 

Who buys his Strength, and Vigour, at a Price, 
To Glut the Cravings of her old Diſeaſe? 

Or, could there be a worie, A worſe than this, 


As ſcandalouſly wretched as her Vice; 


Who 
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Who to maintain a Stallion of her own 
Her Trinkets, to her very Smocks will pawn ? 


For the whole Sex, tho? baſe in all things elſe, 


Are Furioutly expenſive on their Tails. 


But yours, perhaps you'll fay's as chaſt, as Fair, 
His Morals too above Temptation are ; 
Such was Myppolitus, but what his Fate, 


| Let Pheædra's diſſappointed Luſt relate; 
The Fool his“ Fathers Bed that durſt not ſtain, 
To gratifie the Longings of his Queen, 
Of Chaſtity had little Cauſe to boaſt, 
His Death alone could ſatisfie her Luſt. 


Bellerophon another Mark remains 
How dang'rons *tis to flight a * Royal Quean; 
Her * Husband lik*d his modeſt Gueſt, and ſhe 
Would be atleaſt as Complaiſant as He; 


* Theſeus. & Sthenobea. * Patus. 
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But the Young Gentleman was Grown too good, 
To bear the Language of kind Fleſh, and Blood, 
Tho? the Fond Dame, with craving Eyes, and 

Looks, 
And all that Love could ſay, her Paſſion ſpoke ; 
Till raging Mad to be ſo oft refus'd, 
The Guiltleſs Youth She of th? Attempt accus'd, 
And he, a puling Drone, was forc'd to run, 
Her Cred'lous Husband's ſure Revenge to ſhun : 
In either Caſe, their Majeſties with Eaſe 
Could veer to every Point of Wickedneſs, 
Could Bluſh, and Weep, and into Faintings fall, 
As each, with Trembling Lips, begun her Tale : 
And as the veryer Whore's the better Luck, 
The Guilt of either was for Grace miſtook ; 
And thus the Youths, their Wiles could not en- 
gage, 


Were mads their dire Examples of their Rage; 
For 
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For Female Fury ſtrikes, as ſure, as Fate, 


When proffer'd Love neglected turns to Hate. 


But what, Sir, would you ſay, if yours were curſt, 
To cool a Meſſalina's boundleſs Luſt ? 
Suppoſe him in unhappy Silias“ Caſe, 
(The Handſom'ſt Youth, and of the Nobleſt Race,) 
Mark'd by her Greedy Eyes Laſcivious Fires, 
The Prey of her inſatiate Deſires; 
The Fatal Knot juſt ready ro be ty'd, 
And the * Imperial Cucſold's Wife his Bride; 
The Execrable Bed in Publick made, 
And ſhe for every Bawdy Scene prepar'd; 
What would you now adviſe the wretched Boy, 
To Scorn the Proſtitute or to enjoy? 
Should he the Pon”*rful Fary's Paſſion light, 
He ſurely dyes defore the coming Night; 


* Claudius, 
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Should he obey, might by a ſhort Reprieve 


For one Day more the Drudgery Survive ; 
Till openly the Common Town Talk made, 
The Luſcious Story's to her Lord convey'd ; 
For. till he's pointed at by all the Town, * 
A Cuckold never knows his Horns are grown : 
If a few Days of Nauſeous Life be worth 
The End and very Being of the Youth, 

Then let him to her hot Embraces fly, 

And meet his Ruine in the fulſome Joy; 

But rather let him ſhun the tainted Bliſs, 


For Hell it ſelf may prove the happier Choice. 


Since thus ſo variouſly our Wiſhes ſtray, 
For what, it ought, you'll ask me, muſt we pray? 
Might I adviſe, to Providence Reſign 
The Ultimate Regards of Thee, and Thine; 


All 


— * 
All that our Appetites our Good believe, 
If ſuch, we thence {hall liberally receive; 
Dearer to Heav'n, than to our ſelves we are, 
And always more peculiarly it's Care; 
But we, the Sport of every Luſt, muſt chooſe, 
What thoſe into our Sickly Minds infuſe f 
Long for the wond'rous Bleſſing of a Wife, 
And all the Joys, and Fruits of ſuch a Life; 
When Heaven alone knows what a Life 'twill 


prove, 


Whether of Strife, and Hate, or Peace, and Love. 


However that Religious Rites may'nt fail, 
But our Deſires be all directed well, 
In what we ask let Reaſon's Rules prevail; 
Let's pray for Health of Body, Mind, and Soul, 


Such as can all the Fears of Death Controul : 


Can 


L154 J 
Can aid us to review with Joy the paſt, 
And of our Days, to value moſt, the Laſt ; 
Direct, by honeſt Labours, to improve 


Our Time, and ev'ry Trifling Wiſh remove; 

And Virtue, tho? in Tatters, to eſteem 

Beyond the Lux'ryes of a Diadem: 

The common Means of Grace thoſe Gifts will 
Grant, 

And we our ſclves may thus ſupply our Wants ; 

For while in Virtue's Paths alone we tread, 

To laſting Happineſs we're ſafely led: 

Heav'n all it's aids Exerts in Widows Rule; 


But Fortune is the Idoll of a Fool. 


FINIS. 
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